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ALSO  THE  THIRD  INSTALLMENT  OF 
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By  the  author  of  “ A Great  Mistake,”  etc.  A fresh  and  fascinating  novel 
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INTERESTING  ARTICLES  ON 

Domestic  and  Household  Affairs,  Manners,  and  Fashions, 

By  MRS.  MARY  E.  BRYAN, 

MRS.  MARY  STUART  SMITH, 

MRS.  N.  S.  STOWELL,  and  others. 

The  New  York  Fashion  Bazar  for  January  is  a complete  repository  of 
modes  and  styles  for  the  winter.  It  contains  all  that  is  new  and  fashionable 
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K*  Z*  CHAPTER  XXVI. 

I know  not  whom  I expected  to  find  in  consequence  of 
Barnaby's  words,  as  we  went  up  the  dark  and  dirty  stairs 
which  led  to  the  upper  room.  Bobin  was  not  a prisoner. 
Why,  then — but  I know  not  ;what  I thought,  all  being  strange 
and  dreadful. 

At  the  top  of  the  stairs  we  found  ourselves  in  a room  of  the 
same  size  as  the  lower  chamber,  but  not  so  high,  and  darker, 
being  a gloomy  place  indeed,  insomuch  that  it  was  not  for 
some  minutes  that  one  could  plainly  discern  things.  It  was 
lighted  by  a low,  long  window,  set  very  close  with  thick  bars, 
the  shutters  thrown  open,  so  that  all  the  light  and  air  possible 
to  be  admitted  might  come  in.  It  had  a great  fire-place,  but 
there  was  no  fire  burning,  and  the  air  of  the  room  struck  raw, 
though  outside  it  was  a warm  and  sunny  day.  The  roof  was 
supported,  as  in  the  room  below,  by  means  of  thick  square  pil- 
lars, studded  with  great  nails  set  close  together,  for  what  pur- 
pose I know  not.  Every  part  of  the  wood-work  in  the  room 
was  in  the  same  way  stuck  full  of  nails.  On  the  floor  lay  half 
a score  of  mattresses,  the  property  of  those  who  could  afford  to 
pay  the  warders  an  exorbitant  fee  for  the  luxury.  At  Ilmin- 
ster,  as,  I am  told,  at  Newgate,  the  chief  prison  of  the  coun- 
try, the  same  custom  obtains  of  exacting  heavy  fees  from  the 
poor  wretches  clapped  into  ward.  It  is,  I suppose,  no  sin  to 
rob  the  criminal,  the  debtor,  the  traitor,  or  the  rebel.  For 
those  who  had  nothing  to  pay  there  were  only  a few  bundles 
of  straw,  and  on  these  were  lying  half  a dozen  wretches,  whose 
white  faces  and  glazed  eyes  showed  that  they  would  indeed 
cheat  Tom  the  Hangman,  though  not  in  the  way  that  Barnaby 
hoped.  These  were  wounded  either  in  the  Sedgemoor  fight  or 
in  their  attempt  to  escape. 

My  father  lay  on  a pallet-bed.  His  face  showed  not  the 
least  change;  his  eyes  were  closed,  and  you  would  have  thought 
him  dead;  and  beside  him,  also  on  a pallet,  sat,  to  my  aston- 
ishment, none  other  than  Sir  Christopher  himself. 

He  rose  and  came  to  meet  us,  smiling  sadly. 

“ Madame,”  he  said,  taking  my  mother's  hand,  “ we  meet 
in  a doleful  place,  and  we  are,  indeed,  in  wretched  plight.  I 
can  not  bid  you  welcome;  I can  not  say  that  I am  glad  to  see 
i you.  There  is  nothing  that  I can  say  of  comfort  or  of  hope, 
except,  which  you  know  already,  that  we  are  always  in  the 
hands  of  the  Lord.  ” 
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“ Sir  Christopher,”  said  my  mother,  “ it  was  kind  and 
neighborly  in  you  to  come.  But  you  were  always  his  best 
friend.  Look  at  his  poor  white  face!” — she  only  thought 
upon  her  husband.  64  You  would  think  him  dead!  More 
than  a fortnight  he  hath  lain  thus — motionless.  I think  he 
feels  no  pain.  Husband,  if  thou  canst  hear  me,  make  some 
sign — if  it  be  but  to  open  your  eyes!  No!”  she  cried.  “ Day 
after  day  have  I thus  entreated  him,  and  he  makes  no  answer! 
He  neither  sees  nor  hears!  Yet  he  doth  not  die;  wherefore  I 
think  that  he  may  yet  recover  speech  and  sit  up  again,  and 
presently,  perhaps,  walk  about,  and  address  himself  again  unto 
his  studies.” 

She  waited  not  for  any  answer,  but  knelt  down  beside  him, 
and  poured  some  drops  of  milk  into  the  mouth  of  the  sick 
man.  Sir  Christopher  looked  at  her  mournfully  and  shook 
his  head. 

Then  he  turned  to  me  and  kissed  me,  without  saying  a 
word. 

“ Oh,  sir!”  I cried,  “ how  could  you  know  that  my  father 
would  be  brought  unto  this  place?  With  what  goodness  of 
heart  have  you  come  to  our  help?” 

“ Nay,  child,”  he  replied,  gravely,  “ I came  because  I had 
no  choice  but  to  come.  Like  your  father  and  your  brother, 
Grace,  I am  a prisoner.  ” 

“ You,  sir?  You  a prisoner?  Why,  you  were  not  with  the 
duke.” 

“ That  is  most  true.  And  yet  a prisoner.  Why,  after  the 
news  of  Sedgemoor  fight  I looked  for  nothing  else.  They  tried 
to  arrest  Mr.  Speke,  but  he  has  fled;  they  have  locked  up  Mr. 
Prideaux,  of  Ford  Abbey;  Mr.  Trenchard  has  retired  across 
the  seas.  Why  should  they  pass  me  over?  Nay,  there  were 
abundant  proofs  of  my  zeal  for  the  duke.  My  grandson  and 
my  grandnephew  had  joined  the  rebels.  Your  father  and 
brother  rode  over  to  Lyme  on  my  horses;  with  my  grandson 
rode  off  a dozen  lads  of  the  village.  What  more  could  they 
want?  Moreover,  I am  an  old  soldier  of  Lord  Essex^s  army; 
and,  to  finish,  they  found  in  the  window-seat  a copy  of  Mon- 
mouth^ declaration — which,  indeed,  I had  forgotten,  or  I 
might  have  destroyed  it.” 

“Alas!  alas!”  I cried,  wringing  my  hands,  with  tears. 
“ Your  honor,  too,  a prisoner!” 

Since  the  sergeant  spoke  to  Barnaby  about  the  interest  of 
friends,  I had  been  thinking  that  Sir  Christopher,  whose  power 
and  interest,  I fondly  thought,  must  be  equal  to  those  of  any 
lord  in  the  land,  would  interpose  to  save  us  ah.  And  he  was 
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now  a prisoner  himself,  involved  in  the  common  ruin!  One 
who  stands  upon  a bridge,  and  sees  with  terror  the  last  sup- 
port carried  away  by  the  raging  flood,  feels  such  despair  as  fell 
upon  my  soul. 

“ Oh,  sir/7  I cried  again.  “ It  is  line  upon  line — woe  upon 
woe!” 

He  took  my  hand  in  his,  and  held  it  tenderly. 

“ My  child,”  he  said,  “ to  an  old  man  of  seventy-five  what 
doth  it  matter . whether  he  die  in  his  bed  or  whether  he  die 
upon  a scaffold?  Through  the  pains  of  death,  as  through  a 
gate,  we  enter  upon  our  rest.” 

“ It  is  dreadful!”  I cried  again.  “ I can  not  endure  it!” 

“ The  shame  and  ignominy  of  this  death,”  he  said,  “I 
shall,  I trust,  regard  lightly.  “ We  have  struck  a blow  for 
freedom  and  for  faith.  Well;  we  have  been  suffered  to  fail. 
The  time  hath  not  yet  come.  Yet  in  the  end  others  shall  carry 
on  the  cause,  and  Religion  shall  prevail.  Shall  we  murmur 
who  have  been  God’s  instruments?” 

“ Alas!  alas!”  I cried  again. 

“ To  me,  sweet  child,  it  is  not  terrible  to  contemplate  my 
end.  But  it  is  sad  to  think  of  thee,  and  of  thy  grave  and  bit- 
ter loss.  Hast  thou  heard  news  of  Robin  and  of  Humphrey?” 

“ Oh,  sir! — are  they,  also,  in  prison — they  are  here?” 

“ No;  but  I have  news  of  them.  I have  a letter  brought  to 
me  but  yesterday.  Read,  it  my  child — read  it.” 

He  pulled  the  letter  out  of  his  pocket  and  gave  it  to  me. 
Then  I read  aloud,  and  thus  it  ran: 

“ Honored  Sir  and  Grandfather, — I am  writing  this 
letter  from  the  Prison  of  Exeter,  where,  with  Humphrey  and 
about  two  hundred  or  more  of  our  poor  fellows,  I am  laid  by 
the  heels,  and  shall  so  continue  until  we  shall  all  be  tried. 

“ It  is  rumored  that  Lord  Jeffreys  will  come  down  to  try  us, 
and  we  are  assured  by  rumor  that  the  king  shows  himself  re- 
vengeful, and  is  determined  that  there  shall  be  no  mercy 
shown.  After  Sedgemoor  fight  they  hanged,  as  you  will  have 
heard,  many  of  the  prisoners  at  Weston  Zoyland,  at  Bridge- 
water,  and  at  Taunton,  without  trial.  If  the  king  continue 
in  this  disposition,  it  is  very  certain  that,  though  the  common 
sort  may  be  forgiven,  the  gentlemen  and  those  who  were  offi- 
cers in  the  rebel  army  will  certainly  not  escape.  Therefore  I 
have  no  hopes  but  to  conclude  my  life  upon  the  gallows — a 
thing  which,  I confess,  I have  never  looked  to  do.  I hope  to 
meet  my  fate  with  courage  and  resignation. 

“ Humphrey  is  with  me,  and  it  is  some  comfort  (though  I 
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know  not  why)  that  we  shall  stand  or  fall  together;  for  if  1 
was  a captain  in  the  army,  he  was  a chirurgeon.  That  he 
was  also  a secret  agent  of  the  exiles,  and  that  he  stirred  up  the 
duke's  friends  on  his  way  from  London  to  Sherborne,  that  they 
know  not,  or  it  would  certainly  go  hard  with  him.  What  do  I 
say?  Since  they  will  hang  him,  things  can  not  very  well  go 
harder. 

6 4 When  the  fight  was  over,  and  the  duke  and  Lord  Grey 
fled,  there  was  nothing  left  but  to  escape  as  best  we  might. 
I hope  that  some  of  our  Bradford  lads  will  make  their  way 
home  in  safety:  they  stood  their  ground  and  fought  valiantly. 
Nay,  if  we  had  been  able  to  arm  all  who  volunteered  and  would 
have  enlisted,  and  if  our  men  had  all  shown^such  a spirit  as 
your  valiant  lads  of  Bradford  Orcas,  then,  I say,  the  enemy 
must  have  been  cut  to  pieces. 

“ When  I had  no  choice  left  but  to  run,  I took  the  road  to 
Bridgewater,  intending  to  ride  back  to  that  place  where,  per- 
haps, our  forces  might  be  rallied.  But  this  proved  hopeless. 
There  I found,  however,  Humphrey,  and  we  resolved  that  the 
safest  plan  would  be  to  ride  by  way  of  Taunton,  leaving  be- 
hind us  the  great  body  of  the  king's  army,  and  so  escape  to 
London  if  possible,  where  we  should  certainly  find  hiding- 
places  in  plenty  until  the  pursuit  should  be  at  an  end.  Our 
plan  was  to  travel  by  night,  and  along  by-ways  and  bridle- 
paths, and  that  by  night  only,  hiding  by  day  in  barns,  linneys, 
and  the  like.  We  had  money  for  the  charges  of  our  journey. 
Humphrey  would  travel  as  a physician  returning  to  London 
from  Bath  as  soon  as  we  had  gotten  out  of  the  insurgents' 
country;  I was  to  be  his  servant.  Thus  we  arranged  the  mat- 
ter in  our  minds,  and  already  I thought  that  we  were  safe,  and 
in  hiding  somewhere  in  London,  or  across  the  seas  in  the  Low 
Countries  again. 

6 ‘Well,  to  make  short  my  story,  we  got  no  further  than 
Exeter,  where  we  were  betrayed  by  a rascal  countryman  who 
recognized  us,  caused  us  to  be  arrested,  and  swore  to  us. 
Thereupon  we  were  clapped  into  jail,  where  we  now  lie. 

“ Hon'd,  sir;  Humphrey,  I am  sorry  to  write,  is  much  cast 
down,  not  because  he  dreads  death,  which  he  doth  not,  any 
more  than  to  lie  upon  his  bed,  but  because  he  hath,  he  says, 
drawn  so  many  to  their  ruin.  He  numbers  me  amcng  those; 
though,  indeed,  it  was  none  of  his  doing,  but  my  own  free-will, 
that  I entered  upon  this  business,  which,  contrary  to  reasonable 
expectation,  hath  turned  out  so  ill.  Wherefore,  dear  sir,  since 
there  is  no  one  in  the  world  whose  opinion  and  counsel  Hum- 
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phrey  so  greatly  considers  as  your  own,  I pray  you,  of  your 
goodness,  send  him  some  words  of  consolation  and  cheer.  ** 

“ That  will  I,  right  readily/*  said  Sir  Christopher.  “ At 
least  the.  poor  lad  can  not  accuse  himself  of  dragging  me  into 
the  clink.** 

“ I hear,**  continued  Robin*s  letter,  “ that  my  mother  hath 
gone  with  Mr.  Boscorel  to  London  to  learn  if  aught  can  be 
done  for  us.  If  she  do  not  return  before  we  are  finished,  bid 
her  think  kindly  of  Humphrey,  and  not  to  lay  these  things  to 
his  charge.  As  for  my  dear  girl,  my  Grace,  I hear  nothing  of 
her.  Miss  Blake,  who  led  the  maids  when  they  gave  the  flags 
to  the  duke,  is,  I hear,  clapped  into  prison.  Grace  is  not 
spoken  of.  I am  greatly  perturbed  in  spirit  concerning  her, 
and  I would  gladly,  if  that  might  be  compassed,  have  speech 
with  her  before  I die.  I fear  she  will  grieve  and  weep;  but 
not  more  than  I myself  at  leaving  her,  poor  maid!  I hear, 
also,  nothing  concerning  her  father,  who  was  red-hot  for  the 
cause,  and  therefore,  I fear,  will  not  be  passed  over  or  forgot- 
ten. Nor  do  I hear  aught  of  Barnaby,  who,  I hope,  hath  es- 
caped on  shipboard,  as  he  said  he  should  do  if  things  went 
ajar.  Where  are  they  all?  The  roads  are  covered  with  rough 
men,  and  it  is  not  fit  for  such  as  Grace  and  her  mother  to  be 
traveling.  I hope  that  they  have  returned  in  safety  to  Brad- 
ford Orcas,  and  that  my  old  master.  Doctor  Eykin,  hath  for- 
gotten his  zeal  for  the  Protestant  duke,  and  is  already  seated 
again  among  his  books.  If  that  is  so,  tell  Grace,  honored  sir, 
that  there  is  no  hour  of  the  day  or  night  but  I think  of  her 
continually;  that  the  chief  pang  of  my  approaching  fate  is  the 
thought  that  I shall  leave  her  in  sorrow,  and  that  I can  not 
say  or  do  anything  to  stay  her  sorrow.  Comfort  her  I can 
not,  save  with  words  which  will  come  better  from  the  saintly 
lips  of  her  father.  I again  pray  thee  to  assure  her  of  my 
faithful  love.  Tell  her  that  the  recollection  of  her  sweet  face 
and  steadfast  eyes  fills  me  with  so  great  a longing  that  I would 
fain  die  at  once  so  as  to  bring  nearer  the  moment  when  we 
shall  be  able  to  sit  together  in  heaven.  My  life  hath  been 
sanctified,  if  I may  say  so  in  humility,  by  her  presence  in  my 
heart,  which  drove  away  all  common  and  unclean  things.  Of 
such  strength  is  earthly  love.  Nay,  I could  not,  I now  per- ' 
ceive,  be  happy  even  with  the  joys  of  heaven  if  she  were  not 
by  my  side.  Where  is  she,  my  heart,  my  love?  Pray  God, 
she  is  in  safety. 

“ And  now,  sir,  I have  no  more  to  say.  The  prison  is  a hot 
and  reeking  place;  at  night  it  is  hard  to  bear  the  foulness  and 
the  stench  of  it.  Humphrey  says  that  we  may  shortly  expect 
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some  jail  fever  or  small-pox  to  break  out  among  us,  in  which 
case  the  work  of  the  judges  may  be  lightened.  The  good  peo- 
ple of  this  ancient  city  are  in  no  way  afraid  of  the  king^s  vin- 
dictiveness, but  send  in  of  their  bounty  quantity  of  provisions — 
fruit,  eggs,  fresh  meat,  salted  meat,  ale,  and  cider — every  day 
for  the  poor  prisoners,  which  shows  which  way  their  opinions 
do  lean,  even  although  the  clergy  are  against  us.  Honored 
sir,  I am  sure  and  certain  that  the  miscarriage  of  our  enterprise 
was  caused  by  the  conduct  of  those  who  had  us  in  hand.  In  a 
year  or  two  there  shall  be  seen  (but  not  by  us)  another  upris- 
ing, under  another  leader,  with  another  end. 

“ So  no  more.  I send  to  thee,  dear  and  honored  sir,  my 
bounden  duty  and  my  grateful  thanks  for  all  that  I owe  to 
your  tender  care  and  affection.  Pray  my  mother,  for  me,  to 
mourn  no  more  for  me  than  is  becoming  to  one  of  her  piety 
and  virtue. 

“ Alas!  it  is  thinking  upon  her  and  upon  my  poor  lost  dear, 
that  my  heart  is  well-nigh  torn  in  pieces.  But  (tell  Hum- 
phrey) through  no  fault — no — through  no  fault  of  his. 

“ Prom  thy  dutiful  and  obedient  grandson,  R.  C,” 

I read  this  all  through.  Then  I folded  up  the  letter  and 
returned  it  to  Sir  Christopher.  As  he  took  it  the  tears  came 
into  his  dear  and  venerable  eyes  and  rolled  down  his  cheeks. 

“ My  dear — my  de^r,”  he  said,  “ it  is  hard  to  bear.  Every 
one  who  is  dear  to  thee  will  go;  there  is  an  end  of  all,  unless 
some  way  of  which  we  know  nothing  be  opened  unto  us. ” 

“ Why,”  I said,  “ if  we  were  all  dead  and  buried,  and  our 
souls  together  in  heaven — 99 

“ Patience,  my  dear,”  said  the  old  man. 

“Oh!  must  they  all  die — all?  My  heart  will  burst!  Oh, 
sir,  will  not  one  suffice  for  all?  Will  they  not  take  me  and 
hang  me,  and  let  the  rest  go  free?” 

“ Child  99  (he  took  my  hand  between  his  own)  “ God  knows 
that  if  one  life  would  suffice  for  all,  it  should  be  mine.  Nay, 
I would  willingly  die  ten  times  over  to  save  thy  Robin  for  thee. 
He  is  not  dead  yet,  however.  Nor  is  he  sentenced.  There 
are  so  many  involved  that  we  may  hope  for  a large  measure  of 
mercy.  Nay,  more.  His  mother  hath  gone  to  London,  as  he 
says  in  his  letter,  with  my  son-in-law,  Philip  Boscorel,  to  see  if 
aught  can  be  done,  even  to  the  selling  of  my  whole  estate,  to 
procure  the  enlargement  of  the  boys.  I know  not  if  anything 
can  be  done,  but  be  assured  Philip  Boscorel  will  leave  no  stone 
unturned.” 
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“ Oh!  can  money  bny  a pardon?  I have  two  hundred  gold 
pieces.  They  are  Barnaby's — 99 

“ Then,  my  dear,  they  must  be  used' to  buy  pardon  for  Bar- 
naby  and  thy  father — though  I doubt  whether  any  pardon  need 
be  bought  for  one  who  is  brought  so  low.-” 

Beside  the  bed  my  mother  sat  crouched,  watching  his  white 
face,  as  she  had  done  all  day  long  in  our  hiding-place.  I 
think  she  heeded  nothing  that  went  on  around  her,  being 
wrapped  in  her  hopes  and  prayers  foi;  the  wounded  man. 

Then  Sir  Christopher  kissed  me  gently  on  the  forehead. 

“ They  say  the  king  is  unforgiving,  my  dear.  Expect  not, 
therefore,  anything.  Say  to  thyself  every  morning  that  all 
must  die.  To  know  the  worst  brings  with  it  something  of 
consolation.  Robin  must  die,  Humphrey  must  die,  your 
brother  Barnaby  must  die,  your  father — but  he  is  well-nigh , 
dead  already — and  I myself,  all  must  die  upon  the  scaffold  if 
we  escape  this  noisome  jail.  In  thinking  this,  remember  who 
will  be  left.  My  dear,  if  thou  art  as  a widow  and  yet  a maiden, 

I charge  thee  that  thou  forget  thine  own  private  griefs,  and 
minister  to  those  who  will  have  none  but  thee  to  help  them. 
Live  not  for  thyself,  but  to  console  and  solace  those  who,  like 
thyself  bereaved,  will  need  thy  tender  cares. 99 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

BEFORE  THE  ASSIZE. 

Then  we  sat  down  and  waited.  Day  after  day  we  went  to 
the  prison,  where  my  mother  sat  by  my  father,  whose  condi- 
tion never  changed  in  the  least,  being  always  that  of  one  who 
slept,  or,  if  his  eyes  were  open,  was  unconscious,  and,  though 
he  might  utter  a few  words,  had  no  command  of  his  mind  or 
of  his  speech.  Wherefore  we  hoped  that  he  suffered  nothing. 
“ *Twas  a musket-ball  had  struck,”  the  surgeon  said,  46  in  his 
backbone  between  the  shoulders,  whereby  his  powers  of  motion 
and  of  thought  were  suspended.”  I know  not  whether  it  was 
attempted  to  remove  the  ball,  or  whether  it  was  lodged  there 
at  all,  because  I am  ignorant;  and  to  me,  whether  he  had  been 
struck  in  the  back  or  no,  it  was  to  my  mind  certain  that  the 
Lord  had  granted  my  fathers  earnest  prayer  that  he  shopld 
again  be  permitted  to  deliver  openly  the  message  that  was 
upon  his  soul;  nay,  had  given  him  three  weeks  of  continual 
and  faithful  preaching,  the  fruits  of  which,  could  we  perceive 
them,  should  be  abundant.  That  prayer  granted,  the  Lord, 
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I thought,  was  calling  him  to  rest.  Therefore  I looked  for  no 
improvement. 

One  other  letter  came  from  Exeter,  with  one  for  me,  with 
which  (because  I could  not  leave  my  mother  at  such  a time)  I 
was  forced  to  stay  my  soul,*  as  the  lover  in  the  Canticle  stays 
his  soul,  with  apples.  I have  that  letter  still;  it  hath  been 
with  me  always;  it  lay  hung  from  my  neck  in  the  little 
leathern  bag  in  which  I carried  the  duke's  ring;  I read  it 
again  and  again,  until  I knew  it  by  heart,  yet  still  I read  it 
again,  because  even  to  look  at  my  lover's  writing  had  in  it 
something  of  comfort  even  when  things  were  at  their  worst, 
and  Egyptian  darkness  lay  upon  my  soul.  But  the  letter  I 
can  not  endure  to  copy  out  or  suffer  others  to  read  it,  because 
it  was  written  for  mine  own  eye,  and  none  other's.  “ Oh!  my 
love!"  he  said.  “ Oh!  my  tender  heart!"  and  then  a hundred 
prayers  for  my  happiness,  and  tears  for  my  tears,  and  hopes 
for  the  future  (which  would  be  not  the  earthly  life,  but  the 
future  reserved  by  merciful  Heaven  for  those  who  have  been 
called  and  chosen).  As  for  the  sharp  and  painful  passage  by 
which  we  must  travel  from  this  world  to  the  next,  Robin  bade 
me  take  no  thought  of  that,  but  to  think  of  him  either  as  my 
lover  walking  with  me  beside  the  stream,  or  as  a spirit  waiting 
for  me  to  join  him  in  the  heavenly  choir.  And  so  with  so 
many  farewells  (the  letter  being  written  when  they  expected 
the  judges  to  arrive  and  the  assize  to  begin)  as  showed  his 
tender  love  for  me.  Ho,  I can  not  write  down  this  letter  for 
the  eyes  of  all  to  read.  There  are  things  which  must  be  kept 
hidden  in  our  own  hearts;  and,  without  doubt,  every  woman  to 
whom  good  fortune  hath  given  a lover  as  Robin,  with  a heart 
as  fond  and  a pen  as  ready  (though  he  could  never,  like 
Humphrey,  write  sweet  verses),  hath  received  an  epistle  or 
two  like  unto  mine  for  the  love  and  tenderness,  but,  I hope, 
without  the  sadness  of  impending  death. 

It  was  four  weeks  after  we  were  brought  to  Ilminster  that 
the  news  came  to  us  of  the  coming  trials.  There  were  five 
judges — but  the  world  knows  but  of  one,  namely,  George, 
Lord  Jeffreys,  Chief  Justice  of  England — and  now,  indeed,  we 
began  to  understand  the  true  misery  of  our  situation.  For 
every  one  knew  the  character  of  the  judge,  who,  though  a 
young  man  still,  was  already  the  terror  alike  of  prisoners, 
witnesses,  and  juries.  It  promised  to  be  a black  and  bloody 
assize,  indeed,  since  this  man  was  to  be  the  judge. 

The  aspect  of  the  prison  by  this  time  was  changed.  The 
songs  and  merriment,  the  horse-play  and  loud  laughter  by 
which  the  men  had  at  first  endeavored  to  keep  up  their  hearts. 
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were  gone.  The  country  lads  pined  and  languished  in  confine- 
ment; their  cheeks  grew  pale  and  their  eyes  heavy.  Then  the 
prison  was  so  crowded  that  there  was  barely  room  for  all  to  lie 
at  night,  and  the  yard  was  too  small  for  all  to  walk  therein  by 
day.  In  the  morning,  though  they  opened  all  the  shutters, 
the  air  was  so  foul  that  in  going  into  it  from  the  open,  one  felt 
sick  and  giddy,  and  was  sometimes  fain  to  run  out  and  drink 
cold  water.  Oh!  the  terrible  place  for  an  old  man  such  as  Sir 
Christopher.  Yet  he  endured  without  murmuring  the  foul- 
ness and  the  hardness,  comforting  the  sick,  still  reproving 
blasphemies,  and  setting  an  example  of  cheerfulness.  The 
wounded  men  all  died,  I believe,  which,  as  the  event  proved, 
was  lucky  for  them.  It  would  have  saved  the  rest  such  suffer- 
ing had  they  all  died  as  well.  And  to  think  that  this  was  only 
one  of  many  prisons  thus  crowded  with  poor  captives!  At 
Wells,  Philip’s  Norton,  Shepton  Mallet,  Bath,  Bridgewater, 
Taunton,  Ilchester,  Somerton,  Langport,  Bristol,  and  Exeter 
there  was  a like  assemblage  of  poor  wretches  thus  awaiting 
their  trials. 

I said  that  there  was  now  little  singing.  There  was,  how- 
ever, drinking  enough,  and  more  than  enough.  They  drank 
to  drown  their  sorrows,  and  to  forget  the  horrid  place  in  which 
they  lay,  and  the  future  which  awaited  them.  When  they 
were  drunk  they  would  bellow  some  of  their  old  songs,  but  the 
bawling  of  a drunkard  will  nol£  communicate  to  his  com- 
panions the  same  joy  as  the  music  of  a merry  heart. 

While  we  were  expecting  to  hear  that  the  judge  had  arrived 
at  Salisbury,  the  fever  broke  out  in  the  prison  of  Ilminster. 
At  Wells  they  were  afflicted  with  the  small-pox,  but  at  Ilmin- 
ster it  was  jail-fever  which  fell  uj)on  the  poor  prisoners. 
Everybody  hath  heard  of  this  terrible  disorder,  which  is  com- 
municated by  those  who  have  it  to  those  who  go  among  them 
— namely,  to  the  warders  and  turnkeys,  and  even  to  the 
judges  and  the  juries.  On  the  first  day  after  it  broke  out — 
which  was  with  an  extraordinary  virulence — four  poor  men 
died  and  were  buried  the  next  morning.  After  this  no  day 
passed  but  there  were  funerals  at  the  church-yard,  and  the 
mounds  of  their  graves — the  graves  of  these  poor  countrymen 
who  thought  to  fight  the  battles  of  the  Lord — stood  side  by 
side  in  a long  row,  growing  continually  longer.  We — that  is, 
good  Mrs.  Prior  and  myself — sat  at  the  window  and  watched 
the  funerals,  praying  for  the  safety  of  those  we  loved. 

So  great  was  the  fear  of  infection  in  the  town  that  no  one 
was  henceforth  allowed  within  the  prison,  nor  were  the  warders 
allowed  to  come  out  of  it.  This  was  a sad  order  for  me,  be- 
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cause  my  mother  chose  to  remain  within  the  prison,  finding  a 
garret  at  the  house  of  the  chief  constable,  and  I could  no 
longer  visit  that  good  old  man.  Sir  Christopher,  whose  only 
pleasure  left  had  been  to  converse  with  me  daily,  afid,  as  I 
now  understand,  by  the  refreshment  the  society  of  youth 
brings  to  age  to  lighten  the  tedium  of  his  imprisonment. 

Henceforth,  therefore,  I went  to  the  prison  door  every 
morning,  and  sent  in  my  basket  of  provisions,  but  was  not 
suffered  to  enter,  and  though  I could  have  speech  with  my 
mother  or  with  Barnaby,  they  were  on  one  side  the  bars  and 
I on  the  other. 

It  was  at  this  time  that  I made  the  acquaintance  of  Mr. 
George  Penne.  This  creature — a villain,  as  I afterward  dis- 
covered, of  the  deepest  dye — was  to  external  appearance  a 
grave  and  sober  merchant.  He  was  dressed  in  brown  cloth, 
and  carried  a gold-headed  stick  in  his  hand.  He  came  to 
Ilminster  about  the  end  of  August  or  the  beginning  of  Sep- 
tember, and  began  to  inquire  particularly  into  the  names  and 
the  circumstances  of  the  prisoners,  pretending  (such  was  his 
craftiness)  a great  tenderness  for  their  welfare.  He  did  the 
same  thing  we  heard  afterward,  wherever  the  Monmouth 
prisoners  were  confined.  At  Ilminster,  the  fever  being  in 
the  jail,  he  was  not  permitted  to  venture  within,  but  stood 
outside  and  asked  of  any  who  seemed  to  know  who  and  what 
were  the  prisoners  within,  aftd  what  were  their  circumstances. 

He  accosted  me  one  morning  when  I was  standing  at  the 
wicket  waiting  for  my  basket  to  be  taken  in. 

“ Madame/*  he  said,  “you  are  doubtless  a friend  of  some 
poor  prisoner.  Your  father  or  your  brother  may  unhappily 
be  lying  within.” 

Now  I w&s  grown  somewhat  cautious  by  this  time.  Where- 
fore, fearing  some  kind  of  snare  or  trap,  I replied,  gravely, 
that  such,  indeed,  might  be  the  case. 

“Then,  madame,”  he  said,  speaking  in  a soft  voice,  and 
looking  full  of  compassion,  “ if  that  be  so,  suffer  me,  I pray 
you,  to  wish  him  a happy  deliverance;  and  this,  indeed,  from 
the  bottom  of  my  heart.” 

“ Sir,”  I said,  moved  by  the  earnestness  of  his  manner,  “ I 
know  not  who  you  may  be,  but  I thank  you.  Such  a wish,  I 
am  sure,  will  not  procure  you  the  reward  of  a prison.  Sir,  I 
wish  you  a good-day.” 

So  he  bowed  and  left  me,  and  passed  on. 

But  next  day  I found  him  in  the  same  place.  And  his  eyes 
were  more  filled  with  compassion  than  before,  and  his  voice 
was  softer. 
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“I  can  not  sleep,  madame,”  he  said,  “for  thinking  of 
these  poor  prisoners;  I hear  that  among  them  is  none  other 
than  Sir  Christopher  Challis,  a gentleman  of  great  esteem  and 
well-stricken  in  years.  And  there  is  also  the  pious  and 
learned,  but  most  unfortunate.  Doctor  Comfort  Bykin,  who 
rode  with  the  army  and  preached  daily,  and  is  now,  I hear, 
grievously  wounded  and  bedridden.” 

“ Sir,”  I said,  “Doctor  Comfort  Eykin  is  my  father.  It 
is  most  true  that  he  is  a prisoner,  and  that  he  is  wounded.” 

He  heaved  a deep  sigh,  and  wiped  a tear  from  his  eyes. 

“ It  is  now  certain,”  he  said,  “ that  Lord  Jeffreys  will  come 
down  to  conduct  the  trials.  Nay,  it  is  reported  that  he  has 
already  arrived  at  Salisbury,  breathing  fire  and  revenge,  and 
that  he  hath-  with  him  four  other  judges  and  a troop  of  horse. 
What  they  will  do  with  so  many  prisoners  I know  not.  I fear 
that  it  will  go  hard  with  all,  but,  as  happens  in  such  cases, 
those  who  have  money  and  know  how  to  spend  it  may  speedily 
get  their  liberty.  ” 

“ How  are  they  to  spend  it?” 

“ Why,  madame,  it  is  not  indeed  to  be  looked  for  that  you 
should  know.  But  when  the  time  comes  for  the  trial,  should 
I,  as  will  very  likely  happen,  be  in  the  way,  send  for  me,  and 
whatever  the  sentence,  I warrant  we  shall  find  a way  to  ■’scape 
it — even  if  it  be  a sentence  of  death.  Send  for  me — my  name 
is  George  Penne,  and  I am  a well-known  merchant  of  Bristol.” 

It  was  then  that  Barnaby  came  to  the  other  side  of  the 
wicket.  We  could  talk,  but  could  not  touch  each  other. 

“All  is  well.  Sis,”  he  said.  “Dad  is  neither  better  nor 
worse,  and  Sir  Christopher  is  hearty,  though  the  prison  is  like 
the  'tween  decks  of  a ship  with  Yellow  Jack  aboard — just  as 
sweet  and  pleasant  for  the  air,  and  just  as  merry  for  the  crew.” 

“ Barnaby,”  I said,  “ the  judges  are  now  at  Salisbury.” 

“ Ay,  ay;  I thought  they  would  have  been  there  before. 
We  shall  be  tried,  they  tell  me,  at  Wells,  which,  it  is  thought, 
will  be  taken  after  other  towns.  So  there  is  still  a tidy  length 
of  rope.  Sis,  this  continual  smoking  of  tobacco  to  keep  off 
infection  doth  keep  a body  dry.  Cider  will  serve,  but  let  it  be 
a runlet  at  least.” 

“ He  called  you  ‘ Sister,'  madame,”  said  Mr.  Penne,  curi- 
ously. “ Have  you  brother  as  well  as  father  in  this  place?” 

“Alas!  Sir,  I have  not  only  my  father,  my  mother,  and 
my  brother  in  this  place,  but  my  father-in-law  (as  I hoped 
soon  to  call  him);  and  in  Exeter  Jail  is  my  lover  and  his 
cousin.  Oh,  sir,  if  you  mean  honestly — ” 

“ Madame  ” — he  laid  his  hand  upon  his  breast— “ I am  all 
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honesty.  I have  no  other  thought,  I swear  to  you,  than  to 
save,  if  possible,  the  lives  of  these  poor  men.” 

He  walked  with  me  to  my  lodging,  and  I there  told  him  not 
only  concerning  our  own  people,  but  also  all  that  I knew  of 
the  prisoners  in  this  jail — they  were  for  the  most  part  poor 
and  humble  men.  He  made  notes  in  a book,  which  caused 
me  some  misgivings;  but  he  assured  me  again  and  again  that 
all  he  desired  was  to  save  their  lives.  And  now  I understand 
that  he  spoke  the  truth,  indeed,  but  not  the  whole  truth. 

“ Your  brother,  for  instance,”  he  said.  “ Oh,  madame, 
'twere  a thousand  pities  that  so  brave  a young  man,  so  stout 
withal,  should  be  hanged,  drawn,  and  quartered;  and  your 
lover  at  Exeter,  doubtless  a tall  and  proper  youth;  and  the 
other  whom  you  have  named.  Doctor  Humphrey  Challis;  and 
your  father-in-law  (as  I hope  he  will  be).  Sir  Christopher;  and 
your  own  father.  Why,  madame,”  he  grew  quite  warm  upon 
it,  “ if  you  will  but  furnish  some  honest  merchant — I say  not 
myself,  because  I know  not  if  you  would  trust  me — but  some 
honest  merchant  with  the  necessary  moneys,  I will  engage  that 
they  shall  all  be  saved  from  hanging.  To  be  sure,  these  are  all 
captains  and  officers,  and  to  get  their  absolute  pardon  will  be 
a great  matter,  perhaps  above  your  means.  Yet  Sir  Christo- 
pher hath  a good  estate,  I am  told.  ” 

This  George  Penne  was,  it  is  true,  a Bristol  merchant,  en- 
gaged in  the  West  India  trade;  that  is  to  say,  he  bought  sugar 
and  tobacco,  and  had  shares  in  ships  which  sailed  to  and  from 
Bristol  and  the  West  Indies,  and  sometimes  made  voyages  to 
the  Guinea  coast  for  negroes.  But,  in  common  with  many 
Bristol  merchants,  he  had  another  trade,  and  a very  profitable 
trade  it  is,  namely,  what  is  called  kidnapping;  that  is,  buying 
or  otherwise  securing  criminals  who  have  been  pardoned  or 
reprieved  on  condition  of  going  to  the  plantations.  They  sell 
these  wretches  for  a term  of  years  to  the  planters,  and  make  a 
great  profit  by  the  transaction.  And  foreseeing  that  there 
would  presently  be  a rare  abundance  of  such  prisoners,  the 
honest  Mr.  George  Penne  was  going  from  prison  to  prison 
finding  out  what  persons  of  substance  there  were  who  would 
pay  for  their  sentence  to  be  thus  mitigated.  In  the  event, 
though  things  were  not  ordered  exactly  as  he  could  have 
wished,  this  worthy  man  (his  true  worth  you  shall  presently 
learn)  made  a pretty  penny,  as  the  saying  is,  out  of  the  prison- 
ers. What  he  made  out  of  us,  and  by  what  lies,  you  shall 
learn;  but,  by  ill  fortune,  he  got  not  the  fingering  of  the  great 
sums  which  he  hoped  of  us. 

And  now  the  news — from  Winchester  first  and  from  Dor- 
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Chester  afterward — filled  the  hearts  of  all  with  a dismay  which 
is  beyond  all  power  of  words  to  tell.  For  if  an  ancient  lady  of 
good  repute  (though  the  widow  of  a regicide),  such  a woman 
as  Lady  Lisle,  seventy  years  of  age,  could  be  condemned  to  be 
burned — and  was,  in  fact,  beheaded — for  no  greater  offense 
^than  harboring  two  rebels,  herself  ignorant  of  who  they  were 
or  whence  they  came,  what  could  any  hope  who  had  actually 
borne  arms?  And  again  at  Dorchester  thirty  who  pleaded  not 
guilty  were  found  guilty  and  condemned  to  be  hanged,  and 
nearly  three  hundred  who  pleaded  guilty'  were  sentenced  to  be 
hanged  at  the  same  time.  It  was  not  an  idle  threat,  intended 
to  terrify  the  rest,  because  thirteen  of  the  number  were  exe- 
cuted on  the  following  Monday,  and  eighty  afterward.  Among 
those  who  were  first  hanged  were  many  whom  we  knew.  The 
aged  and  pious  Mr. ‘Sampson  Larke,  the  Baptist  Minister  of 
Lynn,  for  instance,  was  one;  Colonel  Holmes  (whom  the  king 
had  actually  pardoned)  was  another,  and  young  Mr.  Hewling, 
whose  case  was  like  that  of  Robin.  This  terrible  news  caused 
great  despondency  and  choking  in  the  prison,  where  also  the 
fever  daily  carried  off  one  or  two. 

Oh!  my  poor  heart  fell,  and  I almost  lost  the  power  of 
prayer,  when  I heard  that  from  Dorchester  the  judge  was 
riding  in  great  state,  driving  his  prisoners  before  him  to 
Exeter,  where  there  were  two  hundred  waiting  their  trial. 
And  among  them  Robin — my  Robin! 


CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

BENJAMIN. 

It  was  the  evening  of  September  the  sixteenth,  about  nine 
of  the  clock.  I was  sitting  alone  in  my  lodging.  Down-stairs 
I heard  the  voice  of  the  poor  widow,  Mrs.  Prior,  who  had  re- 
ceived us.  She  was  praying  aloud  with  some  godly  friends  for 
the  safety  of  her  sons.  These  young  men,  as  I have  said;  were 
never  more  heard  of,  and  were  therefore  already,  doubtless, 
past  praying  for.  I,  who  ought  to  have  been  praying  with 
them,  held  Robin’s  last  letter  in  my  hands.  I knew  it  by 
heart,  but  I must  still  be  reading  it  again  and  again,  thinking 
it  was  his  voice  which  was  indeed  speaking  to  me,  trying  to 
feel  his  presence  near  me,  to  hear  his  breath,  to  see  his  very 
eyes.  In  the  night,  waking  or  sleeping,’  I still  would  hear  him 
calling  to  me  aloud.  “ My  heart!  my  life!  my  love!”  he 
would  cry.  I heard  him,  I say,  quite  plainly.  By  special 
mercy  and  grace  this  power  was  accorded  to  me;  because  I 
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have  no  doubt  that  in  bis  mind,  while  lying  in  his  noisome 
prison,  he  did  turn  his  thoughts,  yea,  and  the  yearnings  of  his 
fond  heart,  to  the  maid  he  loved.  But  now  th.e  merciless 
judge  who  had  sentenced  three  hundred  men  to  one  common 
doom — three  hundred  men! — was  such  a sentence  ever  known? 
— had  left  Dorchester,  and  was  already,  perhaps,  at  Exete* 
Oh! — perhaps  Robin  had  by  this  time  stood  his  trial;  what 
place  was  left  for  praj^er?  For  if  the  poor  ignorant  clowns 
were  condemned  to  death,  how  much  more  the  gentlemen,  the 
officers  of  MonmoutlFs  army!  Perhaps  he  was  already  exe- 
cuted— my  lover,  my  boy,  my  Robin! — taken  out  and  hanged, 
and  now  a cold  and  senseless  corpse!  Then  the  wailings  and 
prayers  of  the  poor  woman  below,  added  to  the  distraction  of 
these  thoughts,  made  me  feel  as  if  I was  indeed  losing  my 
senses.  At  this  time  it  was  blow  upon  blow — line  upon  line. 
The  sky  was  black— the  heavens  were  deaf.  Is  there — can 
there  be — a more  miserable  thing  than  to  feel  that  the  very 
heavens  are  deaf?  The  mercy  of  the  Lord — His  kindly 
hearkening  to  our  cries  and  prayers— these  we  believe  as  we 
look  for  the  light  of  day  and  the  warmth  of  the  sun.  Nay, 
this  belief  is  the  very  breath  of  our  life,  so  that  there  is  none 
but  the  most  hardened  and  abandoned  sinner  who  doth  not 
still  feel  that  he  hath  in  the  Lord  a Father  as  well  as  a Judge. 
To  lose  that  belief  Twere  better  to  be  a lump  of  senseless  clay. 
The  greatest  misery  of  the  lost  soul,  even  greater  than  his 
continual  torment  of  fire,  and  his  never-ending  thirst,  and  the 
gnawing  of  remorse,  must  be  to  feel  that  the  Heavens  are  deaf 
to  his  prayers — deaf  forever  and  forever! 

At  this  time  my  prayers  were  all  for  safety.  “ Safety,  good 
Lord!  give  them  safety!  Save  them  from  the  executioner! 
Give  them  safety!”  Thus,  as  Barnaby  said,  the  shipwrecked 
mariner  clinging  to  the  mast  asks  not  for  a green,  pleasant, 
and  fertile  shore,  but  for  land — only  for  land.  I sat  there 
musing  sadly,  the  Bible  on  the  table  and  a lighted  candle.  I 
read  not  in  the  Bible,  but  listened  to  the  wailing  of  the  poor 
soul  below,  and  looked  at  the  church-yard  without,  the  moon- 
light falling  upon  the  fresh  mounds  which  covered  the  graves 
of  the  poor  dead  prisoners.  Suddenly  I heard  a voice — a loud 
and  harsh  voice — and  footsteps.  I knew  both  footsteps  and 
voice,  and  I sprung  to  my  feet  trembling,  because  I was  certain 
that  some  new  disaster  had  befallen  us. 

Then  the  steps  mounted  the  stairs:  the  door  was  open- 
ed, and  Benjamin  — none  other  than  Benjamin  — appear- 
ed. What  did  he  here?  He  was  so  big,  with  so  red 
a face,  that  his  presence  seemed  to  fill  the  room.  And 
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with  him — what  did  this  mean?  — came  madame  herself, 
whom  I thought  to  have  been  at  Exeter.  Alas!  her  eyes  were 
red  with  weeping;  her  cheeks  were  thin  and  wasted  with 
sorrow;  her  lips  were  trembling. 

“ Grace/  ' she  cried,  holding  out  her  hands,  “ child,  these 
terrible  things  are  done  and  yet  we  live!  Alas!  we  live!  Are 
our  hearts  made  of  stone  that  we  still  live?  As  for  me,  I can 
not  die,  though  I lose  all — all — all!” 

“ Dear  madame,  what  hath  happened?  More  misery!  More 
disaster!  Oh,  tell  me! — tell  me!5 

“ Oh!  my  dear,  they  have  been  tried — they  have  been  tried, 
and  they  are  condemned  to  die — both  Robin — my  son  Robin — 
and  with  him  Humphrey,  who  dragged  him  into  the  business, 
and  alone  ought  to  suffer  for  both.  But  there  is  now  no  justice 
in  the  land.  No — no  more  justice  can  be  had.  Else  Hum- 
phrey should  have  suffered  for  all.  ” 

There  was  something  strange  in  her  eyes;  she  did  not  look 
like  a mother  robbed  of  her  children;  she  gazed  upon  me  as  if 
there  was  something  else  upon  her  mind.  As  if  the  condem- 
nation of  her  son  was  not  enough! 

“ Robin  will  be  hanged,”  she  went  on.  “ He  hath  been 
the  only  comfort  of  my  life  since  my  husband  was  taken  from 
me,  when  he  was  left  an  infant  in  my  arms.  Robin  will  be 
hanged  like  any  common  gypsy  caught  stealing  a sheep.  He 
will  be  hanged,  and  drawn  and  quartered,  and  those  goodly 
limbs  of  his  will  be  stuck  upon  poles  for  all  to  see!” 

Truly  I looked  for  nothing  less.  Barnaby  bade  me  look  for 
nothing  less  than  this;  but  at  the  news  I fell  into  a swoon. 
So  one  who  knoweth  beforehand  that  he  is  to  feel  the  surgeon's 
knife,  and  thinks  to  endure  the  agony  without  a cry,  is  fain  to 
shriek  and  scream  when  the  jnoment  comes. 

When  1 recovered  I was  sitting  at  the  open  window,  madame 
applying  a wet  cloth  to  my  forehead. 

4 Have  no  fear,”  Benjamin  was  saying.  “ She  will  do  what 
you  command  her,  so  only  that  he  may  go  free.  ” 

“ Is  there  no  way  but  that?”  she  asked. 

“ None!”  And  then  he  swore  a great  oath. 

My  eyes  being  open  and  my  sense  returned,  I perceived  that 
Mrs.  Prior  was  also  in  the  room.  And  I wondered  (in  such 
moments  the  mind  finds  relief  in  trifles)  that  Benjamin's  face 
should  have  grown  so  red  and  his  cheeks  so  fat. 

u Thou  hast  been  in  a swoon,  my  dear,”  said  madame. 
“ But  'tis  past.” 

“ Why  is  Benjamin  here?”  I asked. 
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He  looked  at  madame,  who  cast  down  her  eyes,  I knew  not 
why. 

“ Benjamin  is  now  our  only  friend/7  she  replied,  without 
looking  up.  “ It  is  out  of  his  kindness — yes,  his  kindness — of 
heart  that  he  hath  come/7 

“ I do  not  understand.  If  Robin  is  to  die,  what  kindness 
can  he  show?77 

“ Tell  her,  Benjamin/7  said  madame — “ tell  her  of  the 
trials  at  Exeter.77 

“ His  lordship  came  to  Exeter/7  Benjamin  began,  “ on  the 
evening  of  September  the  thirteenth,  escorted  by  many  country 
gentlemen  and  a troop  of  horse.  I had  the  honor  of  riding 
with  him.  The  trials  began  the  day  before  yesterday,,  the 
fourteenth.77 

“ Pray,  good  sir/7  asked  the  poor  woman  who  had  lost  her 
son,  “ did  you  observe  my  boy  among  the  prisoners?77 

“ How  the  devil  should  I know  your  boy?77  he  replied,  turn- 
ing upon  her  roughly,  so  that  she  asked  no  more  questions. 
“If  they  were  rebels,  they  deserve  hanging.77  Here  she 
shrieked  aloud,  and  fled  the  room.  “ The  trials  began  with 
two  fellows  who  pleaded  ‘ Not  guilty,7  but  were  quickly  proved 
to  have  been  in  arms,  and  were  condemned  to  death,  one  of 
them  being  sent  out  to  instant  execution.  The  rest  who  were 
brought  up  that  day — among  whom  were  Robin  and  Hum- 
phrey— pleaded  6 Guilty/  being  partly  terrified  and  partly  per- 
suaded that  it  was  their  only  chance  of  escape.  So  they  too 
were  condemned — two  hundred  and  forty  in  all — every  man 
Jack  of  them,  to  be  hanged,  drawn,  and  quartered,  and  their 
limbs  to  be  afterward  stuck  on  poles  for  the  greater  terror  of 
evil-doers. 77  He  said  these  words  with  such  a fire  in  his  eyes, 
and  in  such  a dreadful  threatening  voice,  as  made  me  tremble. 
“ Then  they  were  all  taken  back  to  jail,  where  they  will  lie 
until  the  day  of  execution,  and  may  the  Lord  have  mercy  upon 
their  souls!77 

The  terrible  Judge  Jeffreys  himself  could  not  look  more 
terrible  than  Benjamin  when  he  uttered  the  prayer  with  which 
a sentence  to  death  is  concluded. 

“ Benjamin,  were  you  in  the  court  to  see  and  hear  the  con- 
demnation of  your  own  cousins?77 

“ I was.  I sat  in  the  body  of  the  court,  in  the  place  re- 
served for  counsel.77 

“ Could  you  say  nothing  that  would  help  them?77 

“ Nothing.  Not  a word  from  any  one  could  help  them. 
Consider — one  of  them  was  an  officer,  and  one  a surgeon,  in 
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the  army.  The  ignorant  rustics  whom  they  led  may  some  of 
them  escape,  but  the  officers  can  look  for  no  mercy/’ 

“ Madame/ 9 I cried,  “I  must  see  Eobin  before  he  dies; 
though,  God  knows,  there  are  those  here  who  want  my  services 
daily.  Yet  I must  see  Robin.  He  will  not  die  easy  unless  he 
sees  me  and  kisses  me  once.” 

Madame  made  no  reply. 

“ For  a week,”  said  Benjamin,  “ they  are  safe.  I do  not 
think  they  will  be  executed  for  a week,  at  least.  But  it  is  not 
wise  to  reckon  on  a reprieve  even  for  an  hour;  the  judge  may 
at  any  timewder  their  execution.” 

“ I will  go  to-morrow.” 

“ That  will  be  seen,”  said  Benjamin. 

“My  dear,”  said  madame,  “my  nephew  Benjamin  is  a 
friend  of  the  judge.  Lord  Jeffreys.” 

“ Say  rather  a follower  and  admirer  of  that  great,  learned, 
and  religious  man.  One  who  is  yet  but  a member  of  the- 
Outer  Bar  must  not  assume  the  style  and  title  of  friend  to  a^ 
man  whose  next  step  must  be  the  woolsack.” 

Heavens!  He  called  the  inhuman  wretch  who  had  sentenced: 
an  innocent  old  woman  of  seventy  to  be  burned  alive,  and  five 
hundred  persons  to  be  hanged,  and  one  knows  not  how  many 
to  be  inhumanly  flogged,  great  and  religious! 

“ If  interest  can  save  any,”  madame  said,  softly,  “ Benja- 
min can  command  that  interest,  and  he  is  on  the  side  of 
mercy,  especially  where  his  cousins  are  concerned.” 

I now  observed  that  madame,  who  had  not  formerly  been 
wont  to  regard  her  nephew  with  much  affection,  now  observed 
toward  him  the  greatest  respect  and  submission. 

“Madame,”  he  replied,  “you  know  the  goodness  of  my 
heart.  What  man  can  do  shall  be  done  by  me,  not  only  for 
Eobin,  but  for  the  others  who  are  involved  with  him  in  com- 
mon ruin.  But  there  are  conditions  with  which  I have  taken 
pains  to  acquaint  you.” 

Madame  sighed  heavily,  and  looked  as  if  she  would  speak, 
but  refrained,  and  I saw  the  tears  rolling  down  her  cheeks. 

“ What  conditions,  Benjamin?”  I asked  him.  “ Conditions 
for  trying  to  save  your  own  cousins  and  your  own  grandfather! 
Conditions?  Why,  you  should  be  moving  heaven  and  earth 
for  them  instead  of  making  -conditions.” 

“ It  needs  not  so  much  exertion,”  he  replied,  with  an  un- 
becoming grin.  “First,  Grace,  I must  own,  child,  that  the 
two  years  or  thereabouts  since  I saw  thee  last  have  added 
greatly  to  thy  charms,  at  which  I rejoice.” 

“Oh!  what  have  my  charms  to  do  with  the  business?” 


202 


FOR  FAITH  AND  FREEDOM. 


“ Much;  as  thou  wilt  presently  discover.  But  let  me  re- 
mind you  both  that  there  threaten — nay,  there  are  actually 
overhanging — disasters,  the  like  of  which  never  happen  save 
in  time  of  civil  war  and  of  rebellion.  My  grandfather  is  in 
prison,  and  will  be  tried  on  a charge  of  sending  men  and  horses 
to  join  Monmouth.  Nay;  the  duke’s  proclamation  was  found 
in  his  house;  he  will  be  certainly  condemned  and  his  estates 
confiscated.  So  there  will  be  an  end  of  as  old  a family  as 
lives  in  Somerset.  Then  there  is  thy  father,  child,  who  was 
preacher  to  the  army,  and  did  make  mischief  in  stirring  up 
the  fanatical  zeal  of  many.  Think  you  that  he  ean  escape? 
Then  there  is  thy  brother  Barnaby,  who  was  such  a fool  as  to 
meddle  in  what  concerned  him  not,  and  now  will  hang  there- 
for. What  can  we  expect?  Are  men  to  go  unpunished  who 
thus  rebel  against  the  Lord’s  xYnointed?  Is  treason — rank 
treason — the  setting  up  of  a Pretender  Prince  (who  is  now 
lying  headless  in  his  coffin)  as  the  rightful  heir,  to  be  forgiven? 
We  must  not  look  for  it.  Alas!  madame,  had  I been  with  you 
instead  of  that  conceited,  fanatical,  crook-back  Humphrey, 
whom  I did  ever  detest,  none  of  these  things  should  have  hap- 
pened.” 

“ Humphrey,”  I said,  “ has  more  worth  in  his  finger  than 
you  in  your  great  body,  Benjamin.” 

“ My  dear,  my  dear,  do  not  anger  Benjamin!  Oh!  do  not 
anger  our  only  friend!” 

“ She  may  say  what  she  pleases.  My  time  will  come.  List- 
en, then.  They  must  all  be  hanged  unless  I can  succeed  in 
getting  them  pardoned.” 

“ Nay — but — forgive  my  rudeness,  Benjamin;  they  are  your 
own  cousins;  it  is  your  own  grandfather.  What  need  of  con- 
ditions? Oh!  what  does  this  mean?  Are  you  a man  of  flesh 
and  blood?” 

“ My  conditions,  child,  will  assure  you  that  such  is  truly  the 
nature  of  my  composition.  ” 

“ If  money  is  wanted  ” — I thought  of  my  bag  of  gold  and 
of  Mr.  Penne’s  hints — “ how  much  will  suffice?” 

“ I know  not.  If  it  comes  to  buying  them  off,  more  thou- 
sands than  could  be  raised  on  the  Bradford  Orcas  estates.  Put 
money  out  of  mind.” 

“ Then,  Benjamin,  save  them  if  thou  canst.  ” 

“ His  lordship  knows  that  I have  near  relations  concerned 
in  the  rebellion.  Yet  he  assured  me  if  his  own  brothers  were 
among  the  prisoners  he  would  hang  them  all.  ” 

“ Nay,  then,  Benjamin,  1 say  no  more.  Tell  me  what  are 
these  conditions,  and  if  we  can  grant  or  contrive  them,  we  will 
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comply. ” I had  no  thought  of  what  was  meant  by  his  condi- 
tions, nor  did  I even  guess  until  the  morning,  when  madame 
told  me.  “ Oh,  madame,  is  there  anything  in  the  world — 
anything  that  we  would  not  do  to  save  them?” 

Madame  looked  at  me  with  so  much  pity  in  her  eyes  that  I 
wondered.  It  was  pity  for  me  and  not  for  her  son  that  I read 
in  that  look.  Why  did  she  pity  me? 

I understood  not. 

“ My  dear,”  she  said,  “there  are  times  when  women  are 
called  upon  to  make  sacrifices  which  they  never  thought  to 
make,  which  seem  impossible  to  be  even  asked — 99 

“Oh!  there  are  no  sacrifices  which  we  would  not  gladly 
make.  What  can  Benjamin  require  that  we  should  not  gladly 
do  for  him?  Nay,  he  is  Robin's  cousin,  and  your  nephew,  and 
Sir  Christopher's  grandson.  He  will,  if  need  be,  join  us  in 
making  these  sacrifices.” 

“ I will,”  said  Benjamin.  “ I will  join  you  in  making  that 
sacrifice  with  a willing  heart.” 

“ I will  tell  her  to-morrow,”  said  madame.  “ No,  I can 
not  tell  her  to-night.  Let  us  rest.  Go,  sir;  leave  us  to  our 
sorrow.  It  may  be  that  we  may  think  the  sacrifice  too  great 
even  for  the  lives  and  the  safety  of  those  we  love. ' Go,  sir, 
for  to-night,  and  return  to-morrow.  ” 

“Surely,  child,”  said  madame,  presently,  when  he  was 
gone,  and  we  were  alone,  “ we  are  the  most  unhappy  women 
in  the  world.” 

“ Nay,”  I replied.  “ There  have  been  other  women  before 
us  who  have  been  ruined  and  widowed  by  civil  wars  and  rebel- 
lions. If  it  be  any  comfort  to  think  that  others  have  suffered 
like  ourselves,  then  we  may  comfort  ourselves.  But  the 
thought  brings  no  consolation  to  me.  ” 

“ Hagar,”  said  madame,  “ was  a miserable  woman  because 
she  was  cast  out  by  the  man  she  loved,  even  the  father  of  her 
son,  but  she  saved  her  son.  Bachel  was  unhappy  until  the 
Lord  gave  her  a son.  Jephthah's  daughter  was  unhappy — my 
dear,  there  is  no  case  except  hers  which  may  be  compared  with 
ours — and  Jephthah's  daughter  was  happy  in  one  circum- 
stance; that  she  was  permitted  to  die.  Ah!  happy  girl,  she 
died!  That  was  all  her  sacrifice — to  die  for  the  sake  of  her 
father!  But  what  is  ours?” 

So  she  spoke  in  riddles,  or  dark  sayings,  of  which  I under- 
stood nothing.  Nevertheless,  before  lying  down,  I did  solemn- 
ly, and,  in  her  presence  and  hearing,  aloud,  upon  my  knees, 
offer  unto  Almighty  God  myself — my  very  life — if  so  that 
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Robin  could  be  saved.  And  then,  with  lighter  heart  than  I 
had  known  for  long,  I lay  down  and  slept. 

At  midnight  or  thereabouts  madame  woke  me  up. 

44  Child, ” she  said,  44 I can  not  sleep.  Tell  me  truly;  is 
there  nothing  that  you  wouldst  refuse  for  Robin's  sake?” 

44  Nothing,  verily!  Ah,  madame,  can  you  doubt  it?” 

44  Even  if  it  were  a sacrifice  of  which  he  would  not  approve?” 

44  Believe  me,  madame,  there  is  nothing  that  I would  not  do 
for  Robin's  safety.” 

44  Child,  if  we  were  living  in  the  days  of  persecution,  wouldst 
thou  hear  the  Mass  and  adopt  the  Catholic  religion  to  save  thy 
lover's  life?” 

64  Oh,  madame,  the  Lord  will  never  try  us  above  our 
strength.” 

44  Sleep,  my  child,  sleep;  and  pray  that  as  thy  temptation, 
so  may  be  thy  strength!'' 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

ON  WHAT  CONDITIONS? 

In  the  morning  I awoke  with  a lighter  heart  than  I had 
known  for  a long  time.  Benjamin  was  going  to  release  our 
prisoners!  I should  go  to  meet  Robin  at  the  gate  of  his  prison. 
All  would  be  well,  except  that  my  father  would  never  recover. 
We  should  return  to  the  village,  and  everything  would  go  on 
as  before.  Oh!  poor  fond  wretch!  How  was  I deluded,  and 
oh!  miserable  day  that  ended  with  such  shame  and  sadness, 
yet  began  with  so  much  hope! 

Madame  was  already  dressed.  She  was  sitting  at  the  win- 
dow looking  into  the  church-yard.  She  had  been  crying. 
Alas!  how  many  women  in  Somersetshire  were  then  weeping 
all  day  long! 

44  Madame,”  I said,  44  we  now  have  hope.  We  must  not 
weep  and  lament  any  more.  Oh!  to  have  at  last  a little  hope 
— when  we  have  lived  so  long  in  despair — it  makes  one  breathe 
again.  Benjamin  will  save  our  prisoners  for  us.  Oh!  after 
all,  it  is  Benjamin  who  will  help  us.  We  did  not  use  to  love 
Benjamin  because  he  was  rude  and  masterful,  and  wanted 
everything  for  himself,  and  would  never  give  up  anything. 
Yet,  you  see,  he  hath,  after  all,  a good  heart.”  Madame 
groaned.  44  And  he  can  not  forget,  though  he  followeth  not 
his  grandfather's  opinions,  that  he  is  his  honor's  grandson — 
the  son  of  his  only  daughter — and  your  nephew,  and  first  cous- 
in to  Robin,  and  second  cousin  once  removed  to  Humphrey, 
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play-fellows  of  old.  Why,  these  are  ties  which  bind  him  as  if 
with  ropes!  He  needs  must  bestir  himself  to  save  their  lives. 
And  since  he  says  that  he  can  save  them,  of  course  he  must 
have  bestirred  himself  to  some  purpose.  Weep  no  more,  dear 
madame;  your  son  will  be  restored  to  us!  We  shall  be  happy 
again,  thanks  to  Benjamin!” 

“ Child,”  she  replied,  “ my  heart  is  broken.  It  is  broken, 
I say.  Oh,  to  be  lying  dead  and  at  peace  in  yonder  church- 
yard! Never  before  did  I think  that  it  must  be  a happy  thing 
to  be  dead  and  at  rest,  and  to  feel  nothing  and  to  know  noth- 
ing.” 

66  But,  madame,  the  dead  are  not  in  their  graves.  There 
lie  only  the  bodies.  Their  souls  are  above.” 

“ Then  they  still  think  and  remember.  Oh!  can  a time 
ever  come  when  things  can  be  forgotten?  Will  the  dead  ever 
cease  to  reproach  themselves?” 

She  wrung  her  hands  in  an  ecstasy  of  grief,  though  I knew 
not  what  should  move  her  so.  Indeed,  she  was  commonly  a 
woman  of  sober  and  contained  disposition,  entirely  governed 
both  in  her  temper  and  her  words.  What  was  in  her  mind, 
that  she  should  accuse  herself?  Then,  while  I was  dressing, 
she  went  on  talking,  being  still  full  of  this  strong  passion. 

“ I shall  have  my  boy  back  again,”  she  said.  “ Yes,  he 
will  come  back  to  me.  And  what  will  he  say  to  me  when  I 
tell  him  all?  Yet  I must  have  him  back.  Oh!  to  think  of 
the  hangman  tying  the  rope  about  his  neck  ” — she  shuddered 
and  trembled — “ and  afterward  the  Cruel  knife  ” — she  clasped 
her  hands  and  could  not  say  the  words.  “ I see  the  comely 
limbs  of  my  boy.  Oh!  the  thought  tears  my  heart — it  tears 
me  through  and  through.  I can  not  think  of  anything  else 
day  or  night.  And  yet  in  the  prison  he  is  so  patient  and  so 
cheerful.  I marvel  that  men  can  be  so  patient  with  this 
dreadful  death  before  them.  ” She  broke  out  again  into  an- 
other passion  of  sobbing  and  crying.  Then  she  became  calmer, 
and  tried  to  speak  of  things  less  dreadful. 

“ When  first  I visited  my  boy  in  prison,”  she  said,  “ Hum- 
phrey came  humbly  to  ask  my  pardon.  Poor  lad ! I have 
had  hard  thoughts  of  him.  It  is  certain  that  he  was  in  the 
plot  from  the  beginning.  Yet  had  he  not  gone  so  far,  should 
we  have  sat  down  when  the  rising  began?  But  he  doth  still 
accuse  himself  of  rashness,  and  calls  himself  the  cause  of  all 
our  misfortunes.  He  fell  upon  his  knees,  in  the  sight  of  all, 
to  ask  forgiveness,  saying  that  it  was  he  and  none  other  who 
had  brought  ruin  upon  us  all.  Then  Bob  in  begged  me  to 
raise  him  up  and  comfort  him;  which  I did,  putting  aside  my 
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hard  thoughts  and  telling  him  that,  being  such  stubborn 
Protestants,  our  lads  could  not  choose  but  join  the  duke, 
whether  he  advised  it  or  whether  he  did  not.  Nay,  I told  him 
that  Robin  would  have  dragged  him  willy-nilly.  And  so  I 
kissed  him,  and  Robin  took  him  by  the  hand  and  solemnly  as- 
sured him  that  his  grandfather  had  no  such  thought  in  his 
mind.” 

“ Nay,”  I said,  “ my  father  and  Barnaby  would  certainly 
have  joined  the  duke,  Humphrey  or  not.  Never  were  any 
men  more  eager  for  rebellion.” 

“ I have  been  to  London,”  she  went  on.  “ "Tis  a long 
journey,  and  I effected  nothing;  for  the  mind  of  the  king,  I 
was  assured,  is  harder  than  the  nether  millstone.  My  broth- 
er-in-law,  Boscorel,  went  with  me,  and  I left  him  there.  But 
I have  no  hope  that  he  will  be  able  to  help  us,  his  old  friends 
being  much  scattered  and  many  of  them  dead,  and  some  hos- 
tile to  the  court  and  in  ill  favor.  So  I returned,  seeing  that  if 
I could  not  save  my  son,  I could  be  with  him  until  he  died. 
The  day  before  yesterday  he  was  tried — if  you  call  that  a trial 
when  hundreds  together  plead  guilty  and  are  all  alike  sen- 
tenced to  death.” 

“ Have  you  been  home  since  the  trial?” 

“ I went  to  the  prison  as  soon  as  they  were  brought  back 
from  court.  Some  of  the  people — for  they  were  all  con- 
demned to  death,  every  one  — were  crying  and  lamenting.  . 
And  there  were  many  women  among  them — their  wives  or 
their  mothers — and  these  were  shrieking  and  wringing  their 
hands;  so  that  it  was  a terrible  spectacle.  But  some  of  the 
men  called  for  drink,  arid  began  to  carouse,  so  that  they  might 
drown  the  thought  of  impending  death.  My  dear,  I never 
thought  to  look  upon  a scene  so  full  of  horror.  As  for  my 
own  boys,  Robin  was  patient  and  even  cheerful;  and  Hum- 
phrey, leading  us  to  the  most  quiet  spot  in  that  dreadful  place, 
exhorted  us  to  lose  no  time  in  weeping  or  vain  laments,  but  to 
cheer  and  console  our  hearts  with  the  thought  that  death, 
even  violent  death,  is  but  a brief  pang,  and  life  is  but  a short 
passage,  and  that  heaven  awaits  us  beyond.  Humphrey  should 
have  been  a minister,  such  is  the  natural  piety  and  goodness 
of  his  heart.  So  he  spoke  of  the  happy  meeting  in  that  place 
of  blessedness  where  earthly  love  would  be  purged  of  its  gross- 
ness, and  our  souls  shall  be  so  glorified  that  we  shall  each  ad- 
mire the  beauty  and  the  excellence  of  the  other.  Then  Robin 
talked  of  you,  my  dear,  and  sent  thee  a loving  message,  bid- 
ding thee  grieve  for  him,  but  not  without  hope — and  that  a 
sure  and  certain  hope — of  meeting  again.  There  are  other 
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things  he  bade  me  tell  thee;  but  now  I can  not! — oh,  I must 
not!” 

“ Nay,  madame;  but  if  they  are  words  that  he  wished  me 
to  hear — 99 

“ Why,  they  were  of  his  constant  love  and — and— no,  I can 
not  tell  them!” 

“ Nay,”  I said,  “ fret  not  thy  poor  heart  with  thinking  any 
more  of  the  prison;  for  Benjamin  will  surely  save  him,  and 
then  we  shall  love  Benjamin  all  our  lives.” 

“ He  will  perhaps  save  him.  And  yet — oh,  how  can  I tell 
her? — we  shall  shed  many  more  tears.  How  can  I tell  her? 
How  can  I tell  her?” 

She  broke  off  again,  but  presently  recovered  and  went  on 
talking.  In  time  of  great  trouble  the  mind  wanders  backward 
and  forward,  and  though  one  talks  still,  it  is  disjointedly.  So 
she  went  back  to  the  prison. 

“ The  boys  have  been  well,  though  the  prison  is  full  and 
the  air  is  foul.  Yet  there  hath  been  as  yet  no  fever,  for  which 
they  are  thankful.  At  first  they  had  no  money,  the  soldiers 
who  took  them  prisoners  having  robbed  them  of  their  money, 
and  indeed  stripped  them  as  well  to  their  shirts,  telling  them 
that  shirts  were  good  enough  to  be  hanged  in.  Yet  the  peo- 
ple of  Exeter  have  treated  the  prisoners  with  great  humanity, 
bringing  them  daily  food  and  drink,  so  that  there  has  been 
nothing  lacking.  The  time,  however,  doth  hang  upon  their 
hands  in  a place  where  there  is  nothing  to  do  all  day  but  to 
think  of  the  past  and  to  dread  the  future.  One  poor  lady,  I 
was  told,  hath  gone  distracted  with  the  terror  of  this  thought. 
Child,  every  day  that  I visited  my  son,  while  he  talked  with 
me,  always  cheerful  and  smiling,  my  mind  turned  continually 
to  the  scaffold  and  the  gibbet. 9 9 Then  she  returned  to  the  old 
subject,  from  which  she  could  in  no  way  escape.  “ I saw  the 
hangman.  I saw  my  son  hanging  to  the  shameful  tree — oh! 
my  son!  my  son! — till  I could  bear  it  no  longer,  and  would 
hurry  away  from  the  prison  and  walk  about  the  town  over  the 
fields — yea,  all  night  long — to  escape  the  dreadful  thought. 
Oh!  to  be  blessed  with  such  a son,  and  to  have  him  torn  from 
my  arms  for  such  a death!  If  he  had  been  killed  upon  the 
field  of  battle  Twould  have  been  easier  to  bear.  But  now  he 
dies  daily,  he  dies  a thousand  deaths  in  my  mind.  My  child!” 
— she  turned  again  to  the  church-yard — “ the  rooks  are  caw- 
ing in  their  nests;  the  sparrows  and  the  robins  hop  among  the 
graves;  the  dead  hear  nothing;  all  their  troubles  «,re  over,  all 
their  sins  are  forgiven.” 

I comforted  her  as  well  as  I could.  Indeed,  I understood 
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not  at  all  what  she  meant,  thinking  that  perhaps  all  her 
trouble  had  caused  her  to  be  in  that  frame  of  mind  when  a 
woman  doth  not  know  whether  to  laugh  or  to  cry.  And  then, 
taking  my  basket,  I sallied  forth  to  provide  the  day's  pro- 
visions for  my  prisoners. 

“ Barnaby,"  I said,  when  he  came  to  the  wicket,  “ I have 
good  news  for  thee." 

“ What  good  news?  That  I am  to  be  flogged  once  a year 
in  every  market-town  in  Somersetshire,  as  will  happen  to 
young  Tutchin?" 

“No,  no — not  that  kind  of  news.  But  freedom,  brother; 
hope  for  freedom. " 

He  laughed.  “ Who  is  to  give  us  freedom?" 

“ Benjamin  hath  found  a way  for  the  enlargement  of  all." 

“ Ben  Boscorel?  What?  will  he  stir  finger  for  the  sake  of 
anybody?  Then,  Sis,  if  I remember  Ben  aright,  there  will  be 
something  for  himself.  But  if  it  is  upon  Ben  that  we  are  to 
rely  we  are  truly  well  sped.  On  Ben,  quotha!" 

“ My  brother,  he  told  me  so  himself." 

“ Ware  hawks,  sister.  If  Ben  is  at  one  end  of  the  rope  and 
the  hangman  at  the  other,  I think  I know  who  will  be  stronger. 
Well,  child,  believe  Ben  if  thou  wilt.  Thy  father  looks  strange 
this  morning;  he  opened  his  eyes  and  seemed  to  know  me.,  I 
wonder  if  there  is  a change?  'Tis  wonderful  how  he  lasts. 
There  are  six  men  sickened  since  yesterday  of  the  fever;  three 
of  them  brought  in  last  week  are  already  dead.  As  for  the 
singing  that  we  used  to  hear,  it  is  all  over;  and  if  the  men  get 
drunk  they  are  dumb  drunk.  Sir  Christopher  looks  but  poor- 
ly this  morning.  I hope  he  will  not  take  the  fever.  He 
staggered  when  he  arose,  which  is  a bad  sign." 

66  Tell  mother,  Barnaby,  what  Benjamin  hath  undertaken 
to  do.  ” 

“ Nay,  that  shall  I not,  because,  look  you,  I believe  it  not. 
There  is  some  trick  or  lie  at  the  bottom,  unless  Ben  hath  re- 
pented and  changed  his  disposition,  which  used  to  be  two  parts 
wolf,  one  part  bear,  and  the  rest  fox.  If  there  were  anything 
left  it  was  serpent.  Well,  sister,  I am  no  grumbler,  but  I ex- 
pect this  job  to  be  over  in  a fortnight  or  so,  when  they  say  the 
Wells  Assizes  will  be  held.  Then  we  shall  all  be  swinging, 
and  I only  hope  that  we  may  carry  with  us  into  the  court  such 
a breath  of  jail-fever  as  shall  lay  the  judge  himself  upon  his 
back  and  £nd  his  days.  In  the  next  world  he  will  meet  the 
men  whom  he  has  sentenced,  and  it  will  fare  worse  for  him  in 
their  hands  than  with  fifty  thousand  devils." 
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So  he  took  a drink  of  the  beer,  and  departed  within  the 
prison.  And  for  three  weeks  I saw  him  no  more. 

On  my  way  home  I met  Benjamin. 

“ Hath  madame  told  you  yet  of  my  conditions?”  he  asked, 
eagerly. 

“ Not  yet;  she  will  doubtless  tell  me  presently.  Oh!  what 
matter  for  the  conditions?  It  can  only  be  something  good  for 
us,  contrived  by  your  kind  heart,  Ben.  I have  told  Barnaby, 
who  will  not  believe  in  our  good  fortune.”  x 

“ It  is  indeed  something  very  good  for  you,  Grace,  as  you 
will  find.  Come  with  me  and  walk  in  the  meadows  beyond 
the  reach  of  this  doleful  place,  where  the  air  reeks  with  jail- 
fever,  and  all  day  long  they  are  reading  the  funeral  service.  ” 

So  he  led  me  out  upon  the  sloping  sides  of  a hill,  where  we 
walked  awhile  upon  the  grass  very  pleasantly,  my  mind  being 
now  at  rest. 

“ You  have  heard  of  nothing,”  he  said,  “ of  late,  but  of  the 
rebellion  and  its  consequences.  Let  us  talk  about  London.” 

So  he  discoursed  concerning  his  own  profession  and  his  pros- 
pects, which,  he  said,  were  better  than  those  of  any  other 
young  lawyer,  in  his  own  opinion.  “ For  my  practice,”  he 
said,  “ I already  have  one  which  gives  me  an  income  far  be- 
yond my  wants,  which  are  simple.  Give  me  plain  fare,  and 
for  the  evening  a bottle  or  two  of  good  wine,  with  tobacco, 
and  friends  who  love  a cheerful  glass.  I ask  no  more.  My 
course  lies  clear  before  me;  I shall  become  a king's  counsel;  I 
shall  be  made  a judge;  presently  I shall  become  lord  chancellor. 
What  did  I tell  thee,  child,  long  ago?  Well,  that  time  has 
now  arrived.  ” 

Still  I was  so  foolish,  being  so  happy,  that  I could  not  un- 
derstand what  he  meant. 

“ I am  sure,  Benjamin,”  I said,  “ that  we  at  home  shall 
ever  rejoice  and  be  proud  of  your  success.  Nobody  will  be 
more  happy  to  hear  of  it  than  Robin  and  I.” 

Here  he  turned  very  red  and  muttered  something. 

6 4 You  find  your  happiness  in  courts  and  clubs  and  London,” 
I went  on;  “ as  for  Robin  and  myself,  we  shall  find  ours  in 
the  peaceful  place  which  we  have  always  decided  to  have.” 

“ What  the  devil!”  he  cried;  66  hath  she  not  told  you  already 
the  conditions?  She  came  with  me  for  no  other  purpose.  I 
have  borne  with  her  company  all  the  way  from  Exeter  for  this 
only.  Go  back  to  her  and  ask  what  it  is!  Go  back,  I say, 
and  make  her  tell!  What?  am  I to  take  all  this  trouble  for 
nothing?” 

His  face  was  purple  with  sudden  rage,  his  eyes  were  fierce, 
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and  he  roared  and  bawled  at  me.  Why,,  what  had  I said? 
How  had  I angered  him? 

“ Benjamin/*  I cried*  “ what  is  the  matter?  How  have  I 
angered  you?** 

“ Go  back!**  he  roared  again.  “ Tell  her  that  if  I present- 
ly come  and  find  thee  still  in  ignorance*  *twill  be  the  worse 
for  all!  Tell  her  that  I say  it.  *Twill  else  be  worse  for  all!** 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

A SLIGHT  THING  AT  THE  BEST. 

So  I left  Benjamin*  much  frightened*  and  marveling  both 
at  his  violent  passion  and  at  the  message  which  he  sent  to 
madame. 

She  was  waiting  for  me  at  the  lodging. 

“ Madame***  I said*  “I  have  seen  Benjamin.  He  is  very 
angry.  He  bade  me  go  home  and  ask  you  concerning  his  con- 
ditions. We  must  not  anger  our  best  friend*  dear  madame.** 

She  rose  from  her  chair  and  began  to  walk  about*  wringing 
her  hands  as  if  torn  by  some  violent  emotion. 

“ Oh*  my  child!**  she  cried.  “ Grace*  come  to  my  arms — if 
it  is  for  the  last  time — my  daughter.  More  than  ever  mine* 
though  I must  never  call  thee  daughter.** 

She  held  me  in  her  arms*  kissing  me  tenderly.  “ My  dear* 
we  agreed  that  no  sacrifice  is  too  great  for  the  safety  of  our 
boy.  Yes*  we  agreed  to  that.  Let  us  kiss  each  other  before 
we  do  a thing  after  which  we  can  never  kiss  each  other  again. 
No*  never  again.** 

“ Why  not  again*  madame?** 

“ Oh,**  she  pushed  me  from  her*  “it  is  now  eight  of  the 
clock;  he  will  be  here  at  ten!  I promised  I would  tell  thee 
before  he  came!  And  all  is  in  readiness.** 

“ For  what*  madame?** 

Why*  even  then  I guessed  not  her  meaning*  though  I might 
have  done  so;  but  I never  thought  that  so  great  a wickedness 
was  possible. 

“ No  sacrifice  should  be  too  great  for  us!**  she  cried,  clasp- 
ing her  head  with  her  hands*  and  looking  wildly  about. 
“ None  too  great!  Not  even  the  sacrifice  of  my  own  son*s 
love — no*  not  that  ! Why*  let  us  think  of  the  sacrifices  men 
make  for  their  country*  for  their  religion.  Abraham  was  ready 
to  offer  his  son  Isaac;  Jephthah  sacrificed  his  daughter;  King 
Mesha  slew  his  eldest  son  for  a burnt-offering.  Thousands  of 
men  die  every  year  in  battle  for  their  country.  What  have  we 
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to  offer?  If  we  give  ourselves,  it  is  but  a slight  thing  that  we 
offer  at  the  best/'’ 

“ Surely,  madame,”  I cried,  u you  know  that  we  would 
willingly  die  for  the  sake  of  Robin  !” 

“ Yes,  child,  to  die;  to  die  were  nothing.  It  is  to  live — we 
must  live — for  Robin.  ” 

“ I understand  not,  madame.” 

“ Listen,  then,  for  the  time  presses,  and  if  he  arrive  and  find 
that  I have  not  broken  the  thing  to  thee,  he  will  perhaps  ride 
back  to  Exeter  in  a rage.  When  I left  my  son  after  the  trial, 
being  very  wretched  and  without  hope,  I found  Benjamin 
waiting  for  me  at  the  prison  gates.  He  walked  with  me  to  my 
lodging,  and  on  the  way  he  talked  of  what  was  in  my  mind. 
First  he  said  that  for  the  better  sort  there  was  little  hope,  see- 
ing that  the  king  was  revengeful  and  the  judge  most  wrathful, 
and  in  a mood  which  allowed  of  no  mercy.  Therefore  it  would 
be  best  to  dismiss  all  hopes  of  pardon  or  of  safety  either  to 
these  two  or  to  the  prisoners  of  Ilminster.  Now  when  he  had 
said  this  a great  many  times,  we  being  now  arrived  at  my 
lodging,  he  told  me  that  there  was,  in  my  case,  a way  out  of 
the  trouble,  and  one  way  only;  that  if  we  consented  to  follow 
that  way,  which,  he  said,  would  do  no  manner  of  harm  to 
either  of  us  or  to  our  prisoners,  he  would  undertake  and  faith- 
fully engage  to  secure  the  safety  of  all  our  prisoners.  I prayed 
him  to  point  out  this  way,  and  after  much  entreaty  he  con- 
sented. ” 

“ What  is  the  way?”  I asked,  having  not  the  least  sus- 
picion. And  yet  the  look  in  her  eyes  should  have  told  me 
what  was  coming. 

“ Is  it  true,  child,  that  long  ago  you  were  betrothed  to  Ben- 
jamin?” ' 

“ No,  madame.  That  is  most  untrue.” 

“ He  says  that  when  you  were  quite  a little  child  he  informed 
you  of  his  intention  to  marry  you,  and  none  but  you.” 

“ Why,  that  is  true  indeed.”  And  now  I began  to  under- 
stand the  way  that  was  proposed,  and  my  heart  sunk  within 
me.  “ That  is  true.  But  to  tell  a child  such  a thing  is  not  a 
betrothal.  ” 

fc  6 He  says  that  only  three  or  four  years  ago  he  renewed  that 
assurance.” 

4 ‘ So  he  did;  but  I gave  him  no  manner  of  encouragement.” 

“ He  says  that  he  promised  to  return  and  marry  you  when 
he  had  arrived  at  some  practice,  and  that  he  engaged  to  be- 
come lord  chancellor  and  make  you  a peeress  of  the  realm.” 

“ All  that  he  said  and  more.  Yet  did  I never  give  him  the 


212 


FOR  FAITH  AND  FREEDOM. 


least  encouragement,  but  quite  the  contrary,  for  always  have  I 
feared  and  disliked  Benjamin.  Never  at  any  time  was  it  pos- 
sible for  me  to  think  of  him  in  that  way.  That  he  knows,  and 
can  not  pretend  otherwise.  Madame,  doth  Benjamin  wish 
evil  to  Robin  because  I am  betrothed  to  him?” 

“ He  also  says,  in  his  rude  way — Benjamin  was  always  a 
rude  and  coarse  boy — that  he  had  warned  you,  long  ago,  that 
if  any  one  else  came  in  his  way  he  would  break  the  head  of 
that  man.  ” 

“ Yes,  I remember  that  he  threatened  some  violence.” 

“ My  dear  ” — madame  took  my  hand — “ his  time  of  re- 
venge is  come.  He  says  that  he  has  the  life  of  the  man  whom 
you  love  in  his  own  hands;  and  he  will,  he  swears,  break  his 
head  for  him,  and  so  keep  the  promise  made  to  you  by  tying  the 
rope  round  his  neck.  My  dear,  Benjamin  has  always  been 
stubborn  and  obstinate  from  his  birth.  Stubborn  and  .obsti- 
nate was  he  as  a boy;  stubborn  and  obstinate  is  he  now.  He 
cares  for  nobody  in  the  world  except  himself;  he  has  no  heart; 
he  has  no  tenderness;  he  has  no  scruples;  if  he  wants  a thing, 
he  will  trample  on  all  the  world  to  get  it,  and  bren,k  all  the 
laws  of  God.  I know  what  manner  of  life  he  leads.  He  is 
the  friend  and  companion  of  the  dreadful  judge  who  goeth 
about  like  a raging  lion.  Every  night  do  they  drink  together 
until  they  are  speechless  and  can  not  stand.  Their  delight  it 
is  to  drink,  and  smoke  tobacco,  with  unseemly  jests  and 
ribald  songs  which  would  disgrace  the  play-house  or  the  coun- 
try fair.  Oh!  'tis  the  life  of  a hog  that  he  delights  in!'  Yet, 
for  all  that,  he  is,  like  his  noble  friend,  full  of  ambition. 
Nothing  will  do  but  he  must  rise  in  the  world.  Therefore  he 
works  hard  at  his  profession,  and — ” 

“Madame,  the  condition! — what  is  the  condition?  For 
Heaven's  sake  tell  me  quickly!  Is  it? — is  it? — Oh,  no!  no! 
no!  Anything  but  that!” 

“ My  child,  my  daughter  ” — she  laid  her  hand  upon  my 
head — “it  is  that  condition — that,  and  none  other.  Oh!  my 
dear,  it  is  laid  upon  thee  to  save  us! — it  is  to  be  thy  work  alone 
— and  by  such  a sacrifice  as,  I think,  no  woman  ever  yet  had 
to  make!  Nay,  perhaps  it  is  better  not  to  make  it,  after  all. 
Let  all  die  together,  and  let  us  live  out  our  allotted  lives  in 
sorrow.  I thought  of  it  all  night,  and  it  seemed  better  so — 
better  even  that  thou  wert  lying  in  thy  grave.  His  condition! 
Oh!  he  must  be  a devil  thus  to  barter  for  the  lives  of  his 
grandfather  and  his  cousins — no  human  being,  surely,  would 
do  such  a thing.  The  condition,  my  dear,  is  that  thou  must 
marry  him — now,  this  very  morning — and  this  once  done,  he 
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will  at  once  take  such  steps — I know  not  what  they  may  be, 
but  I take  it  that  his  friend  the  judge  will  grant  him  the  favor 
— such  steps,  I say,  as  will  release  unto  us  all  our  prisoners.” 

At  first  I made  no  answer. 

“ If  not,”  she  added,  after  awhile,  “ they  shall  all  be  surely 
hanged.  ” 

I remained  silent.  It  is  not  easy  at  such  a moment  to  col- 
lect one^s  thoughts  and  understand  what  things  mean.  I 
asked  her  presently  if  there  was  no  other  way. 

“ None,”  she  said;  “ there  was  no  other  way.” 

* “ What  shall  I do? — what  shall  I do?”  I asked.  “ God,  it 
seems,  hath  granted  my  daily  prayer,  but  how?  Oh!  what 
shall  I do?” 

“ Think  of  what  thou  hast  in  thy  power.” 

“ But  to  marry  him — to  marry  Benjamin — oh,  to  marry 
him!  How  should  I live?  H‘ow  should  I look  the  world  in 
the  face.?” 

“My 'dear,  there  are  many  other  unhappy  wives.  There 
are  other- husbands  brutal  and  selfish;  there  are  other  men  as 
wicked  as  my  nephew.  Thou  wilt  swear  in  church  to  love, 
honor,  and  'obey  him.  Thy  love  is  already  hate;  thy  honor  is 
contempt;  thy  obedience  will  be  the  obedience  of  a slave.  Yet 
death  cometh  at  length  even  to  a slave  and  to  the  harsh  task- 
master.” 

“ Oh,  madame,  miserable  indeed  is  the  lot  of  those  whose 
only  friend  is  death!” 

She  was  silent,  leaving  me  to  think  of  this  terrible  condition. 

“ What  would  Robin  say?  What  would  Humphrey  say? 
Nay,  what  would  his  honor  himself  say?” 

“ Why,  child,”  she  replied,  with  a kind  of  laugh,  “ it  needs 
not  a wizard  to  tell  what  they  would  say.  For,  one  and  all, 
they  would  rather  go  to  the  gallows  than  buy  their  lives  at 
such  a price.  Thy  brother  Barnaby  would  mount  the  ladder 
with  a cheerful  heart  rather  than  sell  his  sister  to  buy  his  life. 
That  we  know  already.  Nay,  we  know  more.  For  Robin 
will  never  forgive  his  mother  who  suffered  thee  to  do  such  a 
thing.  So  shall  I lose  what  I value  more  than  life— the  love 
of  my  only  son.  Yet  would  I buy  his  life  at  such  a price. 
My  dear,  if  you  lose  your  lover,  I lose  my  son.  Yet  we  will 
save  him  whether  he  will  or  no.”  She  took  my  hands  and 
pressed  them  in  her  own.  “ My  dear,  it  will  be  worse  for  me 
than  for  you.  You  will  have  a husband,  it  is  true,  whom  you 
will  loathe;  yet  you  will  not  see  him,  perhaps,  for  half  the  day 
at  least;  and  perhaps  he  will  leave  thee  to  thyself  for  the  other 
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half.  But  for  me,  I shall  have  to  endure  the  loss  of  my  son’s 
affections  all  my  life,  because  I am  very  sure  and  certain  that 
he  can  never  forgive  me.  Think,  my  dear!  Shall  they  all 
die?— all? — think  of  father  and  brother,  and  of  your  mother! 
— or  will  you  willingly  endure  a life  of  misery  with  this  man 
for  husband  in  order  that  they  may  live?’' 

44  Oh,  madame,”  I said, 64  as  for  the  misery — any  other  kind 
of  misery  I would  willingly  endure;  but  it  is  marriage — mar- 
riage! Yet  who  am  I,  that  I should  choose  my  sacrifice?  Oh, 
if  good  works  were  of  any  avail,  then  would  the  way  to  heaven 
be  opened  wide  for  me  by  such  an  act  and  such  a life!  Oh, 
what  will  Robin  say  of  me?  What  will  he  think  of  me?  Will 
he  curse  me  and  loathe  me  for  being  able  to  do  this  thing? 
Should  I do  it?  Is  it  right?  Doth  God  command  it?  Yet 
to  save  their  dear  lives;  only  to  set  them  free;  to  send  that 
good  old  man  back  to  his  home;  to  suffer  my  father  to  die  in 
peace — I must  do  it — I must  do  it.  Yet  Robin  could  never 
forgive  me.  Oh!  he  told  me  that  betrothal  was  a sacrament. 
I have  sworn  to  be  his.  Yet,  to  save  his  life,  I can  not  hesi- 
tate. If  it  is  wrong,  I pray  that  Robin  will  forgive  me.  Tell 
him — oh,  tell  him  that  it  is  I who  am  to  die  instead  of  him. 
Perhaps  God  will  suffer  me  to  die  quickly.  Tell  him  that  I 
loved  him,  and  only  him;  that  I would  rather  have  died;  that 
for  his  life  alone  I would  not  have  done  this  thing,  because  he 
would  not  have  suffered  it.  But  it  is  for  all — it  is  for  all. 
Oh,  he  must  forgive  me!  Some  day  you  will  send  me  a mes- 
sage of  forgiveness  from  him.  But  I must  go  away  and  live 
in  London,  far  from  all  of  you;  never  to  see  him  or  any  one 
of  you  again — not  even  my  own  mother.  It  is  too  shameful  a 
thing  to  do.  And  you  will  tell  his  honor,  who  hath  always 
loved  me  and  would  willingly  have  called  me  his  granddaugh- 
ter. It  was  not  that  I loved  not  Robin — God  knoweth  that — 
but  for  all;  for  him  and  Robin  and  all;  to  save  his  gray  hairs 
from  the  gallows,  and  to  send  him  back  to  his  home.  Oh!  tell 
him  that!” 

44  My  dear — my  dear,”  she  replied,  but  could  say  no  more. 

Then  for  awhile  we  sat  in  silence,  with  beating  hearts. 

44 1 am  to  purchase  the  lives  of  five  honest  men,”  I said 
presently,  44  by  my  own  dishonor.  I know  very  well  that  it  is 
by  my  dishonor  and  my  sin  that  their  lives  are  to  be  bought. 
It  doth  not  save  me  from  dishonor  that  I am  first  to  stand  in 
the  church  and  be  married  according  to  the  Prayer-Book. 
Nay,  does  it  not  make  the  sin  greater  and  the  dishonor  more 
certain  that  I shall  first  swear  what  I can  not  ever  perform — to 
love  and  honor  that  man?” 
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“Yes,  girl — yes!'*  said  madame.  “But  the  sin  is  mine 
more  than  yours.  Oh!  let  me  bear  the  sin  upon  myself." 

“ You  can  not;  it  is  my  sin  and  my  dishonor;  nay,  it  is  a 
most  dreadful  wicked  thing  that  I am  to  do.  It  is  all  the  sins 
in  one;  I do  not  honor  my  parents  in  thus  dishonoring  myself; 
I kill  myself,  the  woman  that  my  Robin  loved;  I steal  the  out- 
ward form  which  belonged  to  Robin  and  give  it  to  another;  I 
live  in  a kind  of  adultery.  It  is  truly  a terrible  sin  in  the  sight 
of  Heaven.  Yet  I will  do  it! — I must  do  it!  I love  him  so 
that  I can  not  let  him  die;  rather  let  me  be  overwhelmed  with 
shame  and  reproach  if  only  he  can  live!" 

“ Said  I not,  my  dear,  that  we  two  could  never  kiss  each 
other  again?  When  two  men  have  conspired  together  to  com- 
mit a crime  they  consort  no  more  together,  it  is  said,  but  go 
apart  and  loathe  each  other.  So  it  is  now  with  us." 

So  I promised  to  do  this  thing.  The  temptation  was  beyond 
my  strength.  Yet  had  I possessed  more  faith  I should  have 
refused.  And  then  great  indeed  would  have  been  my  reward. 
Alas!  how  was  I punished  for  my  want  of  faith!  Well,  it 
was  to  save  my  lover.  Love  makes  us  strong  for  evil  as  well 
as  strong  for  good. 

And  all  the  time  to  think  that  we  never  inquired  or  proved 
his  promises!  To  think  that  we  never  thought  of  doubting,  or 
of  asking  how  he,  a young  barrister,  should  be  able  to  save  the 
lives  of  four  active  rebels,  and  one  who  had  been  zealous  in  the 
cause!  That  two  women  should  have  been  so  simple  is  now 
astonishing.  * 

When  the  clock  struck  ten  I saw  Benjamin  walking  across 
the  church-yard.  It  was  part  of  the  brutal  nature  of  the  man 
that  he  should  walk  upon  the  graves,  even  those  newly  made 
and  not  covered  up  with  turf.  He  swung  his  great  burly 
form,  and  looked  up  at  the  window  with  a grin  which  made 
madame  tremble  and  shrink  back.  But  for  me,  I was  not 
moved  by  the  sight  of  him,  for  now  I was  strong  in  resolution. 
Suppose  one  who  hath  made  up  her  mind  to  go  to  the  stake 
for  her  religion,  as  would  doubtless  have  happened  unto  many 
had  King  James  been  allowed  to  continue  his  course,  do  you 
think  that  such  a woman  would  begin  to  tremble  at  the  sight 
of  her  executioner?  Not  so.  She  would  arise  and  go  forth  to 
meet  him,  with  pale  face  perhaps  (because  the  agony  is  sharp), 
but  with  a steady  eye.  Benjamin  opened  the  door,  and  stood 
looking  from  one  to  the  other. 

“Well,"  he  said  to  madame,  roughly,  “you  have  by  this 
time  told  her  the  conditions?" 
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“I  have  told  her — alas!  I have  told  her — and  already  I re- 
pent me  that  I have  told  her.” 

“ Doth  she  consent?” 

“ She  does.  It  shall  be  as  you  desire.  ” 

“ Ha!”  Benjamin  drew  a long  breath.  “ Said.  I not, 
sweetheart  ” — he  turned  to  me — “ that  I would  break  the  head 
of  any  who  came  between  us?  What!  have  I not  broken  the 
head  of  my  cousin  when  I take  away  his  girl?  Very  well,  then. 
It  remains  to  carry  out  the  condition.  ” 

“ The  condition,”  I said,  “ I understand  to  be  this:  If  I be- 
come your  wife,  Benjamin,  you  knowing  full  well  that  I love 
another  man,  and  am  already  promised  to  him — ” 

“ Ta — ta— ta!”  he  said.  “ That  you  are  promised  to  an- 
other man  matters  not  one  straw.*  That  you  love  another  man 
I care  nothing.  What!  I promise,  sweetheart,  that  I will 
soon  make  thee  forget  that  other  man.  And  as  for  loving  any 
other  man  after  marrying  me,  that,  d*ye  see,  my  pretty,  will 
be  impossible.  Oh!  thou  shalt  be  the  fondest  wife  in  the 
Three  Kingdoms.  ” 

“ Nay;  if  such  a thing  can  not  move  your  heart,  I say  no 
more.  If  I marry  you,  then  all  our  prisoners  will  be  en- 
larged?” 

“ I swear  ” — he  used  a great  round  oath,  very  horrid  from 
the  lips  of  a Christian  man — “ I swear  that,  if  you  marry  me, 
the  three  — Robin,  Humphrey  and  Barnaby  — shall  all  save 
their  lives.  And  as  for  Sir  Christopher  and  thy  father,  they 
also  shall  be  enlarged.  Can  I say  aught  in  addition?” 

I suspected  no  deceit.  I understood,  and  so  did  madame, 
that  this  promise  meant  the  full  and  free  forgiveness  of  all. 
Yet  there  was  something  of  mockery  in  his  eyes  which  should 
have  made  us  suspicious.  But  I,  for  one,  was  young  and 
ignorant,  and  madame  was  country-bred  and  truthful. 

“Benjamin,”  I cried,  falling  on  my  knees  before  him, 
“ think  what  it  is  you  ask!  Think  what  a wicked  thing  you 
would  have  me  do! — to  break  my  vows,  who  am  promised  to 
your  cousin!  And  would  you  leave  your  grandfather  to  perish, 
all  for  a whim  about  a silly  girl?  Benjamin,  you  are  playing 
with  us.  You  can  not,  you  could  not  sell  the  lives,  the  very 
lives  of  your  grandfather  and  your  cousins  for  such  a price  as 
this!  The  play  has  gone  far  enough,  Benjamin.  Tell  us  that 
it  is  over,  and  that  you  never  meant  to  be  taken  seriously,  and 
we  will  forgive  you  the  anguish  you  have  caused  us.” 

“ Get  up,”  he  said — “ get  up,  I say,  and  stop  this  folly.” 
He  then  began  to  curse  and  swear.  “ Playing,  is  it?  You 
shall  quickly  discover  that  it  is  no  play,  but  serious  enough  to 
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? lease  you  all.  Puritans  though  you  be.  Playing!  Get  up, 
say,  and  have  done.” 

“ Then,”  I said,  “ there  is  not  in  the  whole  world  a more 
inhuman  monster  than  yourself.  ” 

“Oh!  my  dear,  my  dear,  do  not  anger  him!”  cried  ma- 
dame. 

“All  is  fair  in  love,  my  pretty,”  said  Benjamin,  with  a 
grin.  “ Before  marriage  call  me  what  you  please — inhuman 
monster,  anything  that  you  please.  After  marriage,  my  wife 
will  have  to  sing  a different  tune.” 

“ Oh,  Benjamin,  treat  her  kindly!”  madame  cried. 

“ I mean  not  otherwise.  Kindness  is  my  nature.  I am 
too  kind  for  my  own  interests.  Obedience  I expect,  and  good 
temper  and  a civil  tongue,  with  such  respect  as  is  due  to  one 
who  intends  to  be  lord  chancellor.  Come,  child,  no  more  hard 
words.  Thou  shalt  be  the  happiest  woman,  I say,  in  the 
world.  What?  Monmouth’s  rebellion  was  only  contrived  to 
make  thy  happiness.  Instead  of  a dull  country  house  thou 
shalt  have  a house  in  London;  instead  of  the  meadows,  thou 
shalt  have  the  parks;  instead  of  skylarks,  the  singers  at  the 
play-house;  in  due  course  thou  shalt  be  my  lady — ” 

“Oh,  stop!  stop!  I must  marry  you,  since  you  make  me, 
but  the  partner  in  your  ambitions  will  I never  be.” 

“ My  dear,”  madame  whispered,  “ speak  him  fair.  Be 
humble  to  him.  Remember  he  holds  in  his  hands  the  lives  of 
all.” 

“ Yes,”  Benjamin  overheard  her.  “ The  lives  of  all.  The 
man  who  dares  to  take  my  girl  from  me — mine — deserves  to 
die.  Yet  so  clement,  so  forgiving,  so  generous  am  I,  that  I 
am  ready  to  pardon  him.  He  shall  actually  save  his  live.  If, 
therefore,  it  is  true  that  (before  marriage)  you  love  that  man 
and  are  promised  to  him,  come  to  church  with  me,  out  of  your 
great  love  to  him,  in  order  to  save  his  life;  but  if  you  love  him 
not,  then  you  can  love  me,  and  therefore  can  come  to  please 
yourself,  willy-nilly.  What!  am  I to  be  thwarted  in  such  a 
trifle?  Willy-nilly,  I say,  I will  marry  thee.  Come — we 
waste  the  time.” 

He  seized  my  wrist  as  if  he  would  have  dragged  me  toward 
the  door. 

“Benjamin,”  cried  madame,  “be  merciful!  she  is  but  a 
girl,  and  she  loves  my  poor  boy — be  merciful!  Oh!  it  is  not 
yet  too  late.”  She  snatched  me  from  his  grasp  and  stood  be- 
tween us,  her  arms  outstretched.  “It  is  not  too  late;  they 
may  die,  and  we  will  go  in  sorrow,  but  not  in  shame.  They 
may  die.  Go!  murderer  of  thy  kith  and  kin.  Go,  send  thy 
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grandfather  to  die  upon  the  scaffold;  but  at  least  leave  us  in 
peace.” 

“ No,  madame,”  I said.  “ With  your  permission,  if  there 
be  no  other  way,  I will  save  their  lives. ” 

“ Well,  then,”  Benjamin  said,  sulkily,  “ there  must  be  an 
end  of  this  talk  and  no  further  delay;  else,  by  the  Lord,  I 
know  not  what  may  happen!  Will  Tom  Boilman  delay  to  pre- 
pare his  caldron  of  hot  pitch?  If  we  wait  much  longer  Bobii/s 
arms  and  legs  will  be  seething  in  that  broth!  Doth  the  judge 
delay  with  his  warrant?  Already  he  signs  it — already  they  are 
putting  up  the  gibbet  on  which  he  will  hang!  Come,  I say!” 

Benjamin  was  sure  of  his  prey,  I suppose,  because  we  found 
the  clergyman  waiting  for  us  in  the  church,  ready  with  sur- 
plice and  book.  The  clerk  was  standing  beside  him,  also  with 
his  book,  open  at  the  Service  for  Marriage.  While  they  read 
the  service,  madame  threw  herself  prostrate  on  the  communion 
steps,  her  head  in  her  hands,  as  one  who  suffers  the  last  ex- 
tremities of  remorse  and  despair  for  sin  too  grievous  to  be  ever 
forgiven.  Let  us  hope  that  sometimes  we  may  judge  our- 
selves more  harshly  than  Heaven  itself  doth  judge  us. 

The  clerk  gave  me  away,  and  was  the  only  witness  of  the 
marriage  besides  that  poor  distracted  mother.  *Twas  a strange 
wedding.  There  had  been  no  bans  put  up;  the  bride  was 
pale  and  trembling;  the  bridegroom  was  gloomy;  the  only 
other  person  present  wept  upon  her  knees  while  the  parson 
read  through  his  ordered  prayer  and  psalm  and  exhortation; 
there  was  no  sign  of  rejoicing. 

“ So,”  said  Benjamin,  when  all  was  over.  “ Now  thou  art 
my  wife.  They  shall  not  be  hanged  therefore.  Come,  wife, 
we  will  this  day  ride  to  Exeter,  where  thou  shalt  thyself  bear 
the  joyful  news  of  thy  marriage,  and  their  safety  to  my  cous- 
ins. They  will  own  that  I am  a loving  and  a careful  cousin.” 

He  led  me,  thus  talking,  out  of  church.  Now  as  we  left 
the  church-yard  there  passed  through  the  gates — oh!  baleful 
omen — four  men  carrying  between  them  a bier.  Upon  it  was 
the  body  of  another  poor  prisoner,  dead  of  jail-fever.  I think 
that  even  the  hard  heart  of  Benjamin — now  my  husband  (oh, 
merciful  Heavens!  he  was  my  husband!)— quailed,  and  was 
touched  with  fear  at  meeting  this  most  sure  and  certain  sign 
of  coming  woe,  for  he  muttered  something  in  his  teeth,  and 
cursed  the  bearers  aloud  for  not  choosing  another  time. 

My  husband,  then — I must  needs  call  him  my  husband — 
told  me  brutally  that  I must  ride  with  him  to  Exeter,  where  I 
should  myself  bear  the  joyful  news  of  their  safety  to  his  cous- 
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ins.  I did  not  take  that  journey,  nor  did  I bear  the  news,  nor 
did  I ever  after  that  morning  set  eyes  upon  him  again,  nor  did 
I ever  speak  to  him  again.  His  wife  I remained,  I suppose, 
because  I was  joined  to  him  in  church.  But  I never  saw  him 
after  that  morning,  and  the  reason  why  you  shall  now  hear. 

At  the  door  of  our  lodging,  which  was,  you  know,  hard  by 
the  church,  stood  Mr.  Boscorel  himself. 

6 ‘ What  means  this?”  he  asked,  with  looks  troubled  and 
confused.  “ What  doth  it  mean,  Benjamin?  What  hath 
happened,  in  the  name  of  God?” 

“ Sir,”  said  Benjamin,  “ you  know  my  character.  You 
will  acknowledge  that  I am  not  one  of  those  who  are  easily 
turned  from  their  purpose.  Truly,  the  occasion  is  not  favora- 
ble for  a wedding,  but  yet  1 present  to  you  my  newly  married 
wife.” 

“ Thy  wife.  Child,  he  thy  husband?  Why,  thou  art  be- 
trothed to  Robin!  Hath  the  world  gone  crazy?  Do  I hear 
aright?  Is  this — this — this  a time  to  be  marrying?  Hast 
thou  not  heard?  Hast  thou  not  heard,  I say?” 

“Brother-in-law,”  said  madame,  “it  is  to  save  the  lives 
of  all  that  this  is  done.  ” 

“ To  save  the  lives  of  all?”  Mr.  Boscorel  repeated.  “ Why 
— why,  hath  not  Benjamin,  then,  told  what  hath  happened, 
and  what  hath  been  done?” 

“ No,  sir,  I have  not,”  said  his  son.  “ I had  other  fish  to 
fry.” 

“ Not  told  them?  Is  it  possible?” 

“ Benjamin  hath  promised  to  save  all  their  lives  if  this  child 
would  marry  him.  To  save  their  lives  hath  Grace  consented, 
and  I with  her.  He  will  save  them  through  his  great  friend- 
ship with  Judge  Jeffreys.” 

“ Benjamin  t a save  their  lives?  Sirrah!” — he  turned  to  his 
son  with  great  wrath  in  his  face — “ what  villainy  is  this? 
Thou  hast  promised  to  save  their  lives?  What  villainy,  I say, 
is  this?  Sister-in-law,  did  he  not  tell  you  what  hath  been 
done?” 

“ He  has  told  us  nothing.  Oh!  is  there  new  misery?” 

“ Child  ” — Mr.  Boscorel  spoke  with  the  tears  running  down 
his  cheeks — “thou  art  betrayed  — alas!  most  cruelly  and 
foully  betrayed.  My  son — would  to  God  that  I had  died  be- 
fore I should  say  so — is  a villain!  For,  first,  the  lives  of  these 
young  men  are  already  saved,  and  he  hath  known  it  for  a week 
and  more.  Learn,  then,  that  with  the  help  of  certain  friends 
I have  used  such  interest  at  court  that  for  these  three  I have 
received  the  promise  of  safety.  Yet  they  will  not  be  par- 
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doned.  They  are  given,  among  other  prisoners,  to  the  courtiers 
and  the  ladies-in- waiting.  One  Mr.  Jerome  Nipho  hath  re- 
ceived and  entered  on  his  list  the  names  of  Robin  and  Hum- 
phrey Challis  and  Barnaby  Eykin;  they  will  be  sold  by  him, 
and  transported  to  Jamaica  or  elsewhere  for  a term  of  years. ” 

44  They  were  already  saved !”  cried  madame.  44  He  knew, 
then,  when  they  were  tried  and  sentenced,  that  their  lives  were 
already  spared!  Oh,  child!  poor  child!  Oh,  Grace!  Oh,  my 
daughter!  what  misery  have  we  brought  upon  thee!” 

Benjamin  said  nothing.  On  his  face  lay  a scowl  of  obsti- 
nacy. As  for  me,  I was  clinging  to  madame's  arm.  This 
man  was  my  husband,  and  Robin  was  already  saved,  and  by 
lies  and  villainy  he  had  cheated  us! 

44  They  were  already  saved,”  Mr.  Boscorel  continued. 
44  Benjamin  knew  it;  I sent  him  a letter  that  he  might  tell  his 
cousins.  My  son,  alas!  I say  again,  my  only  son — my  only 
son — my  son's  a villain!” 

44  No  one  shall  take  my  girl,”  said  Benjamin.  44  What! 
All  is  fair  in  love!” 

44  He  has  not  told  you,  either,  what  hath  happened  in  the 
prison?  Thou  hadst  speech,  I hear,  with  Barnaby,  early  this 
morning,  child.  The  other  prisoners  ” — he  lowered  his  voice 
and  folded  his  hands  as  in  prayer — 46  they  have  since  been  en- 
larged. ” 

44  How?”  madame  asked.  44  Is  Sir  Christopher  free?” 

44  He  hath  received  his  freedom — from  One  who  never  fails 
to  set  poor  prisoners  free.  My  father-in-law  fell  dead  in  the 
court-yard  at  nine  o'  the  clock  this  morning — weep  not  for 
him.  But,  child,  there  is  much  more;  about  that  same  time 
thy  father  breathed  his  last.  He  too  is  dead;  he  too  hath  his 
freedom.  Benjamin  knew  of  this  as  well,  Grace,  my  child  ” 
— the  kindly  tears  of  compassion  rolled  down  his  face.  44 1 
have  loved  thee  always,  my  dear;  and  it  is  my  son  who  hath 
wrought  this  wickedness,  my  own  son,  my  only  son  ” — he 
shook  his  cane  in  Benjamin's  face.  44  Oh,  villain!”  he  cried; 
44  oh,  villain!” 

Benjamin  made  no  reply,  but  his  face  was  black  and  his 
eyes  obstinate. 

44  There  is  yet  more — oh!  there  is  more.  Thou  hast  lost 
thy  mother  as  well.  For  at  the  sight  of  her  husband's  death 
his  poor  patient  wife  could  no  longer  bear  the  trouble,  but  she 
too  fell  dead — of  a broken  heart;  yea,  she  fell  dead  upon  his 
dead  body — the  Lord  showed  her  this  great  and  crowning 
mercy — so  that  they  all  died  together.  This  too  Benjamin 
knew.  Oh,  villain!  villain!” 
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Benjamin  heard  unmoved,  except  that  his  scowl  grew 
blacker. 

“ Go,"  his  father  continued.  “I  load  thee  not,  my  son, 
with  a father's  curse.  Thy  wickedness  is  so  great  that  thy 
punishment  will  be  exemplary.  The  judgments  of  God  de- 
scend upon  the  most  hardened.  Get  thee  gone  out  of  my 
sight.  Let  me  never  more  behold  thee  until  thou  hast  felt  the 
intolerable  pain  of  remorse.  Get  thee  hence,  I say!  Begone!" 

“ I go  not,"  said  Benjamin,  “ without  my  loving  wife.  I 
budge  not,  I say,  without  my  tender  and  loving  wife.  Come, 
my  dear." 

He  advanced  with  outstretched  hands,  but  I broke  away  and 
fled  shrieking.  As  I ran,  Mr.  Boscorel  stood  before  his  son 
and  barred  the  way,  raising  his  right  hand. 

“Back!  boy,  back!"  he  said,  solemnly.  “Back,  I say! 
Before  thou  reachest  thy  most  unhappy  wife,  thou  must  first 
pass  over  thy  father's  body!" 


CHAPTER  XXXI. 

THE  VISION  OF  CONSOLATION. 

I ran  so  fast,  being  then  young  and  strong,  that  Benjamin, 
I am  sure,  could  not  have  overtaken  me  had  he  tried,  because 
he  was  already  gross  of  body  and  short  of  breath  in  conse- 
quence of  his  tippling.  I have  since  heard  that  he  did  not 
follow  me,  nor  did  he  dare  to  push  aside  his  father.  But  he 
laughed  and  said:  “Let  her  run;  let  her  run.  I warrant  I 
shall  find  her  and  bring  her  back,"  thinking,  I suppose,  that 
I had  run  from  him  as  a girl*  in  play  runs  from  her  compan- 
ions. I ran  also  so  long,  fear  lending  me  strength,  that  the 
sun  was  getting  even  into  the  afternoon  before  I ventured  to 
stop.  I looked  round  from  time  to  time,  but  saw  no  one  fol- 
lowing me.  I do  not  remember  by  what  road,  track,  or  path 
I went;  pasture-fields  and  plantations  I remember;  twice  I 
crossed  a stream  on  stepping-stones,  once  I saw  before  me  a 
village  with  a church  tower,  but  this  I avoided  for  fear  of 
the  people.  When  I ventured  to  stop  I was  in  a truly  wild 
and  desolate  country — our  county  of  Somerset  hath  in  it  many 
such  wild  places,  given  over  to  forests,  fern,  and  heather. 
Presently  I remembered  the  place,  though  one  forest  is  much 
like  another,  and  I knew  that  I had  been  in  this  place  before, 
on  that  day  when  we  rode  from  Lyme  to  Taunton,  and  again 
on  the  day  when  we  walked  prisoners  with  the  soldiers  to 
Ilminster.  I was  on  the  Black  Down  Hill  again. 
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When,  therefore,  I understood  where  I was,  I began  to  re- 
cover a little  from  the  first  horror  which  had  driven  me  to  fly 
like  one  possessed  of  an  evil  spirit;  and  seeing  that  no  one  was 
in  pursuit,  I began  to  collect  my  senses  and  to  ask  myself 
whither  I was  going,  and  what  I should  do.  I was  then  in 
that  ancient  inclosure  called  Castle  Eatch,  from  whose  walls 
one  looks  down  upon  the  broad  vale  of  Taunton  Dean.  In  the 
distance  I thought  I could  discern  the  great  tower  of  St.  Mary's 
Church,  but  perhaps  that  was  only  my  imagination.  I sat 
down,  therefore,  upon  the  turf  under  these  ancient  walls,  and 
set  myself  to  consider  my  condition,  which  was  indeed  forlorn. 

First,  I had  no  friends  or  protectors  left  in  the  whole  world, 
because  after  what  I had  done  I could  never  look  upon  Eobin 
or  even  Humphrey  again;  nor  could  I importune  madame,  be- 
cause she  would  not  anger  her  son  (I  represented  him  in  my 
mind  as  most  unforgiving);  nor  could  I seek  the  help  of  Mr. 
Boscorel,  because  that  might  help  his  son  to  find  out,  and 
everybody  knows  that  a husband  may  command  the  obedience 
of  his  wife.  And  Sir  Christopher  was  dead,  and  my  father 
was  dead,  and  my  mother  was  dead,  and  I could  not  even  weep 
beside  their  coffins  pr  follow  their  bodies  to  the  grave.  A wom- 
an without  friends  in  this  world  is  like  unto  a traveler  in  a 
sandy  desert  without  a bottle  of  water. 

Yet  was  I so  far  better  than  some  of  these  poor  friendless 
creatures,  because  I had  concealed  upon  me  a bag  containing 
all  the  money  which  Barnaby  had  given  me — two  hundred  and 
fifty  gold  pieces — save  a little  which  we  had  expended  at 
Taunton  and  Ilminster.  This  is  a great  sum,  and  by  its  help 
I could,  I thought  with  satisfaction,  live  for  a long  time,  per- 
haps all  my  life,  if  I could  find  some  safe  retreat  among  godly 
people. 

No  friends?  Why,  there  was  Susan  Blake  of  Taunton;  she 
who  walked  with  the  maids  when  they  gave  Monmouth  the 
Bible,  the  sword,  and  the  flags.  I resolved  that  I would  go  to 
her  and  tell  her  all  that  had  happened.  Out  of  her  kindness 
she  would  take  me  in  and  help  me  to  find  some  safe  hiding- 
place  and  perhaps  some  honest  way  of  living,  so  as  to  save  his 
money  against  Barnaby’s  return  from  the  plantations. 

Then  1 thought  I would  find  out  the  valley  where  we  had 
lived  for  a fortnight,  and  rest  for  one  night  in  the  hut,  and  in 
the  early  morning  before  day-break  walk  down  the  coomb,  and 
so  into  Taunton,  while  as  yet  the  town  was  still  sleeping.  And 
this  I did.  It  was  very  easy  to  find  the  head  of  the  coomb  and 
the  source  of  the  stream,  where  we  had  made  our  encamp- 
ment. Close  by,  beneath  the  trees,  was  Barnaby's  hut;  no 
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one  had  been  there  to  disturb  or  destroy  it;  but  the  leaves 
upon  the  boughs  which  formed  its  sides  were  now  dead.  With- 
in it  the  fern  and  the  heath  which  had  formed  my  bed  were 
still  dry.  Outside,  the  pot  hung  over  the  black  embers  of  our 
last  fire,  and  to  my  great  joy,  in  the  basket  which  had  con- 
tained our  provisions  I found  a large  crust  of  bread.  It  was, 
to  be  sure,  dry  and  hard;  but  I dipped  it  in  the  running  water 
of  the  stream  and  made  my  supper  with  it.  For  dessert  I had 
blackberries,  which  were  now  ripe,  and  are  nowhere  bigger  or 
sweeter  than  on  Black  Down.  There  were  also  filberts  and 
nuts,  also  ripe,  of  which  I gathered  a quantity,  so  that  I had 
breakfast  provided  for  me,  as  well  as  supper. 

When  I had  done  this  I was  so  tired  and  my  head  so  giddy 
with  the  terror  of  the  day  that  I lay  down  upon  the  fern  in  the 
hut  and  there  fell  fast  asleep,  and  so  continued  until  far  into 
the  night. 

Now  in  my  sleep  a strange  thing  happened  unto  me.  For 
my  own  part,  I account  it  nothing  less  than  a Vision  granted 
unto  me  by  mercy  and  special  grace  of  Heaven.  Those  who 
read  of  it  may  call  it  what  they  please.  It  was  in  this  wise: 
There  appeared  before  my  sleeping  eyes  (but  they  seemed  wide 
open),  as  it  were,  a broad  and  open  champaign;  presently  there 
came  running  across  the  plain  in  great  terror,  shrieking  and 
holding  her  hands  aloft,  a girl,  whose  face  I could  not  see. 
She  ran  in  this  haste  and  terrible  anguisfi  of  fear  because  there 
followed  after  her  a troop  of  dogs,  barking  and  yelping.  Be- 
hind the  dogs  rode  on  horseback  one  whose  face  I saw  not  any 
more  than  that  of  the  girl.  He  cursed  and  swore  (I  knew  the 
voice,  but  could  not  tell,  in  my  dream,  to  whom  it  belonged), 
and  cracked  a horrid  whip  and  encouraged  the  dogs,  lashing 
the  laggards.  In  his  eyes  (though  his  face  was  in  some  kind 
of  shadow),  there  was  such  a look  as  I remember  in  Benjamin's 
when  he  put  the  ring  upon  my  finger — a look  of  resolute  and 
hungry  wickedness,  which  made  me  tremble  and  shake. 

Now,  as  I looked,  the  dogs  still  gained  upon  her  who  ran, 
and  screamed  as  if  in  a few  moments  they  would  spring  upon 
her  and  tear  her  flesh  from  her  bones.  Then  suddenly  be- 
tween her  who  ran  and  those  who  pursued  there  arose  an  awful 
form.  He  was  clad  in  white  and  in  his  hand  he  bore  a sword, 
and  he  turned  upon  that  hunter  a face  filled  with  wrath. 
Lightnings  shot  from  his  eyes  and  a cloud  of  thunder  lay  upon 
his  brow.  At  the  sight  of  that  face  the  dogs  stopped  in  their 
running,  cowered,  and  fell  dead.  And  at  the  dreadful  aspect 
of  that  face  the  hunter's  horse  fell  headlong,  and  his  rider, 
falling  also  with  a shriek  of  terror,  broke  his  neck,  and  so  lay 
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prostrate  and  dead.  Then  this  dreadful  minister  of  God's 
wrath  turned  from  him  to  the  flying  figure,  and  lo!  his  face 
was  now  transformed;  his  eyes  became  soft  and  full  of  love; 
he  smiled  graciously;  a crown  of  glory  was  uj>on  his  head; 
white  robes  flowed  downward  to  his  feet;  his  fiery  sword  was  a 
palm  branch;  he  was  the  Angel  of  Consolation.  “ Have  no 
more  fear/'  he  said,  “though  the  waves  of  the  sea  rise  up 
against  thee  and  the  winds  threaten  to  drown  thee  in  the  deep. 
Among  the  ungodly  and  the  violent  thou  shalt  be  safe;  in  all 
times  of  peril  the  Lord  will  uphold  thee;  earthly  joy  shall  be 
thine.  Be  steadfast  unto  the  end." 

And  then  I looked  again,  those  blessed  words  ringing  in  my 
ears,  and  behold!  I saw  then,  which  I had  not  seen  before, 
that  the  flying  figure  was  none  other  than  myself;  that  he  who 
cruelly  hunted  after  with  the  dogs  and  the  whip  was  none 
other  than  my  husband;  and  that  the  Angel  of  Wrath,  who 
became  the  Angel  of  Consolation,  was  none  other  than  my 
father  himself.  But  he  was  glorified!  Oh,  the  face  was  his 
face— that  any  one  could  see;  but  it  was  changed  with  some- 
thing—I know  not  what — so  far  brighter  and  sweeter  than  the 
earthly  face  that  I marveled.  Then  the  Vision  disappeared, 
and  I awoke. 

So  bright  and  clear  had  it  been  that  I seemed  to  see  it  still, 
though  I was  sitting  up  with  my  eyes  open  and  it  was  night. 
Then  it  slowly  vanished.  Henceforth,  however,  I was  assured 
of  two  things:  first,  that  no  harm  would  happen  unto  me,  but 
that  I should  be  protected  from  the  malice  of  my  enemies, 
whatever  they  might  design  (indeed,  I had  but  one  enemy — to 
wit,  the  man  who  had  that  morning  sworn  to  love  and  cherish 
me);  and  next,  that  I had  seen  with  mortal  eyes  what,  indeed, 
hath  been  vouchsafed  to  few,  the  actual  spiritual  body — the 
glorified  body,  like  to  the  earthly  but  changed — with  which 
the  souls  of  the  Elect  are  clothed. 

So  I arose  now  without  the  least  fear.  It  was  night,  but  in 
the  East  there  showed  the  first  gray  of  the  dawn,  and  the  birds 
were  already  beginning  to  twitter  as  if  they  were  dreaming  of 
the  day.  The  wind  was  fresh,  and  I was  lightly  clad,  but  the 
splendor  of  the  Vision  made  me  forget  the  cold.  Oh,  I had 
received  a Voice  from  Heaven!  How  could  I henceforth  fear 
anything?  Nay,  there  was  no  room  even  for  grief,  though 
those  terrible  things  had  fallen  upon  me,  and  I was  now  alone 
and  friendless,  and  the  world  is  full  of  ungodly  men. 

It  must  have  been  about  half  past  four  in  the  morning.  It 
grew  lighter  fast,  so  that  not  only  the  trees  became  visible,  but 
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the  black  depths  between  them  changed  into  glades  and  under- 
wood, and  I could  see  my  way  down  the  coomb  beside  the 
stream.  Then,  without  waiting  for  the  sun  to  rise,  which  he 
presently  did  in  great  warmth  and  splendor,  I started,  hoping 
to  get  into  Taunton  before  the  people  were  up  and  the  streets 
became  crowded.  But  I did  not  know  the  distance,  which 
must  have  been  seven  miles  at  least,  because  it  was  nearly 
eight  o^clock  when  I reached  the  town,  having  followed  the 
course  of  the  stream  through  three  villages,  which  I have  since 
learned  must  have  been  those  of  Pitminster,  Troll,  and 
Wilton. 

It  was  market-day,  and  the  streets  were  full  of  country  peo- 
ple— some  of  them  farmers  with  bags  of  corn  in  their  hands, 
going  to  the  corn-market,  and  some  with  carts  full  of  fresh 
fruit  and  other  things.  Their  faces  were  heavy  and  sad,  and 
they  talked  in  whispers,  as  if  they  were  afraid.  They  had,  in- 
deed, good  cause  for  fear;  for  the  prison  held  over  live  hun- 
dred unfortunate  men  waiting  for  their  trial,  and  the  terrible 
judge  was  already  on  his  way,  with  his  carts  filled  with  more 
prisoners  rumbling  after  him.  Already  Colonel  Kirke  had 
caused  I knew  not  how  many  to  be  hanged,  and  the  reports  of 
what  had  been  done  at  Dorchester  and  Exeter  sufficiently  pre- 
pared the  minds  of  the  wretched  prisoners  at  Taunton  for 
what  was  about  to  be  done  there.  Among  them  was  the  un- 
fortunate Captain  Hucker,  the  serge-maker,  who  had  looked 
for  a peerage,  and  was  now  to  receive  a halter.  There  was 
also  among  them  that  poor  man,  Mr.  Simon  Hanilyn,  who  was 
hanged  only  for  riding  into  Taunton  in  order  to  dissuade  his 
son  from  joining  Monmouth.  This  the  Mayor  of  Taunton 
pointed  out  to  the  blood-thirsty  judge,  but  in  vain.  The  whole 
five  hundred  prisoners  were,  in  the  end,  sentenced  to  death,  and 
one  hundred  and  forty-five  actually  suffered,  to  the  great  indig- 
nation of  those  who  looked  on,  even  of  the  king^s  party.  Nay, 
at  one  of  the  executions,  when  nineteen  were  hanged  at  the 
same  time,  and  a great  fire  was  made  so  that  the  sufferers 
might  actually  see  before  their  death  the  fire  that  was  to  burn 
their  bowels,  the  very  soldiers  wept,  saying  that  it  was  so  sad 
a thing  they  scarce  knew  how  to  bear  it.  Three  years  later 
the  hard  heart  of  the  king  met  with  its  proper  punishment. 

The  soldiers  were  among  the  crowd,  some  leaning  against 
bulkheads,  some  drinking  at  the  ale-houses,  some  haggling  for 
the  fruit;  some  were  also  exercising  upon  Castle  Green.  They 
looked  good-natured,  and  showed  in  their  faces  none  of  the 
cruelty  and  rage  which  belonged  to  their  officers.  But  what  a 
doleful  change  from  the  time  when  Monmouth/s  soldiers  filled 
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the  town,  and  all  hearts  were  full  of  joy  and  every  face  shone 
with  happiness!  What  a change,  indeed! 

As  I passed  among  the  crowd,  one  caught  me  by  the  arm. 
It  was  a little  old  woman,  her  face  all  wrinkled  and  puckered. 
She  was  sitting  on  a stool  beside  a great  basket  full  of  apples 
and  plums,  and  a little  pipe  of  tobacco  within  her  lips. 

“ Mistress,”  she  whispered,  taking  the  pipe  from  her 
mouth,  “thou  wert  with  the  maids  the  day  of  the  Flags; 
I remember  thy  pretty  face.  What  dost  thou  here  abroad 
among  the  people?  The  air  of  Taunton  town  is  unwholesome! 
There  may  be  others  who  will  remember  thee  as  well  as  I. 
Take  an  old  woman’s  advice,  and  get  thee  gone.  How  fares 
it  with  thy  father,  the  worthy  Dr.  Eykin?” 

“ Alas!”  I said,  “ he  died  in  Ilminster  Jail.” 

“ 'Tis  pity.  But  he  was  old  and  pious;  he  hath  gone  to 
glory.  Whither  will  those  poor  lads  in  the  jail  go  when  they 
are  hanged?  Get  thee  gone,  get  thee  gone!  The  air  is  already 
foul  with  dead  men's  bodies;  they  tell  strange  stories  of  what 
hath  been  done  by  women  for  the  safety  of  their  brothers. 
Get  thee  gone,  pretty  maid,  lest  something  worse  than  prison 
happen  to  thee.  And  Judge  Jeffreys  is  coming  hither  like  the 
devil,  having  much  wrath.  ” 

I could  not  tell  her  that  nothing  would  happen  to  me  be- 
cause I was  protected  by  a heavenly  guard. 

“ I was  in  the  town  forty  years  agone,”  the  old  woman  went 
on,  “ when  Blake  defended  it,  and  we  were  well-nigh  starved. 
But  never  have  I seen  such  things  as  have  been  done  here 
since  the  duke  was  routed.  Get  thee  gone! — haste  away,  as 
from  the  mouth  of  hell! — get  thee  gone,  poor  child!” 

So  I left  her  and  went  on  my  way,  hanging  my  head,  in 
hopes  that  no  one  else  would  recognize  me.  Fortunately,  no 
one  did,  though  I saw  many  faces  which  I had  seen  in  the 
town  before.  They  were  then  tossing  their  caps  and  shouting 
for  Monmouth,  but  were  now  gloomily  whispering,  as  if  every 
man  feared  that  his  own  turn  would  come  next.  Over  the 
great  gate- way  of  the  castle  was  stuck  up  a high  row  of  heads, 
arms,  and  legs  of  rebels  blackened  with  pitch — a horrid  sight. 
Unto  this  end  had  come  those  brave  fellows  who  went  forth  to 
dethrone  the  king.  No  one  noticed  or  accosted  me,  and  I 
arrived  safely  at  Susan's  house.  The  door  seemed  shut,  but 
when  I pushed  I found  that  it  was  open — the  lock  having  been 
broken  from  its  fastening.  Barnaby  did  that,  I remembered. 
I went  in,  shutting  it  after  me.  No  doubt  Susan  was  with  her 
children  in  the  school-room.  Strange  that  she  should  not  re- 
pair her  lock,  and  that  at  a time  when  the  town  was  full  of 


FOR  FAITH  AHt>  FREEDOM.  227 

soldiers,  who  always  carry  with  them  their  riotous  and  lawless 
followers.  'Twas  unlike  her  orderly  housekeeping. 

There  was  no  one  in  the  back  parlor,  where  Susan  commonly 
took  her  meals  and  conducted  the  morning  and  evening  pray- 
ers. The  dishes  were  on  the  table,  as  if  of  last  night's  supper 
or  yesterday's  dinner.  This  was,  also,  unlike  a tidy  house- 
wife. I opened  the  door  of  the  front  parlor.  Though  it  was 
already  past  the  hour  for  school,  there  were  no  children  in  the 
room;  the  lesson-books  and  copying-books  and  slates  lay  about 
the  floor.  What  did  this  untidy  litter  mean?  Then  I went 
upstairs  and  into  the  bedrooms,  of  which  there  were  three, 
namely,  two  on  the  floor  above  and  one  a garret.  No  one  was 
in  them,  and  the  beds  had  not  been  made.  There  remained 
only  the  kitchen.  No  one  was  there.  The  house  was  quite 
empty;  I observed  also  that  the  garden,  which  was  wont  to  be 
kept  with  the  greatest  neatness,  now  looked  neglected;  the 
ripe  plums  were  dropping  from  the  branches  trained  upon  the 
wall;  the  apples  lay  upon  the  grass;  the  flower-beds  were 
cumbered  with  weeds;  grass  grew  in  the  walks;  the  lawn, 
which  had  been  so  neat  and  trim,  was  covered  with  long  grass. 

What  had  happened?  Where  was  Susan?  Then  I seemed 
to  hear  her  voice  above  chanting  God  for  the  victory,  as  she 
had  done  when  Barnaby  burst  in  upon  us,  and  I heard  her 
singing  a hymn  with  the  children,  as  she  had  done  while  we 
all  sat  embroidering  the  flags.  Oh,  the  pretty  flags!  And  oh, 
the  pretty  sight  of  the  innocents  in  white  and  blue  carrying 
those  flags!  The  house  was  filled  with  the  sounds  of  by-gone 
happiness.  Had  I stayed  another  moment  I am  certain  that 
I should  have  seen  the  ghosts  of  those  who  filled  the  rooms  in 
the  happy  days  when  the  army  was  in  the  town.  But  I did 
not  stay.  Not  knowing  what  to  do  or  whither  to  fly,  I ran 
quickly  out  of  the  house,  thinking  only  to  get  away  from  the 
mournful  silence  of  the  empty  and  deserted  rooms.  Then,  as 
I stepped  into  the  street,  I met,  face  to  face,  none  other  than 
Mr.  George  Penne,  the  kind-hearted  gentleman  who  had  com- 
passionated the  prisoners  at  Ilminster. 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 

“ 'Tis  no  other  than  the  Pair  Maid  of  Ilminster!"  said  Mr. 
Penne,  with  surprise.  “ Madame,  with  submission,  is  it  safe 
— is  it  prudent — for  one  who  walked  with  the  Maids  of  Taun- 
ton on  a certain  memorable  day  to  venture  openly  into  the 
streets  of  .this  city  at  such  a time?  Judge  Jeffreys  doth  ap- 
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proach  to  hold  his  court  Thy  friends  are  in  prison  or  in 
hiding.  The  maids  are  scattered  all. ” 

44  I sought  shelter,”  I said,  44  at  the  house  of  Susan  Blake, 
the  school-mistress.” 

44  How?  You  have  not  heard,  then?  Miss  Susan  Blake  is 

44  She  is  dead?” 

44  She  died  in  Dorchester  Jail,  whither  she  was  sent,  being 
specially  exempted  from  any  pardon.  *T was  fever  carried  her 
off.  She  is  dead.  Alas!  the  waste  of  good  lives!  She  might 
have  bought  her  freedom  after  awhile,  and  then — but — well, 
Tis  useless  to  lament  these  mishaps.” 

44  Alas!  alas!”  I cried,  wringing  my  hands,  44  then  am  I in 
evil  plight,  indeed!  All,  all  are  dead! — all  my  friends  are 
dead!” 

44  Madame,”  he  replied,  very  kindly,  44  not  all  your  friends, 
if  I may  say  so.  I have,  I assure  you,  a most  compassionate 
heart.  I bleed  for  the  sufferings  of  others;  I can  not  rest  until 
I have  brought  relief.  This  is  my  way.  Oh,  I am  so  consti- 
tuted; I am  not  proud  or  uplifted  on  this  account.  Only  tell 
me  your  case;  intrust  your  safety  to  me.  You  may  do  so  safe- 
ly, if  you  reflect  for  one  moment,  because — see — one  word 
from  me  and  you  would  be  taken  to  prison  by  yon  worthy 
clergyman,  who  is  none  other  than  the  Kev.  Mr.  Walter 
Harte,  the  Bector  of  Taunton.  No  one  is  more  active  against 
the  rebels,  and  he  would  rejoice  in  committing  thee  on  the 
charge  of  having  been  among  the  maids.  A word  from  me 
would,  I say,  cause  you  to  be  hauled  to  jail,  but,  observe,  I 
do  not  speak  that  word — God  forbid  that  I should  speak  that 
word!” 

44  Oh,  sir,”  I said,  44  this  goodness  overwhelms  me.” 

4 4 Then,  madame,  for  greater  privacy,  let  us  go  back  into 
the  house  and  converse  there. 99 

So  we  went  back  into  the  empty  house,  and  sat  in  the  back 
parlor. 

44  As  for  the  nature  of  your  trouble,  madame,”  he  began, 
44  I hope  you  have  no  dear  brothers  or  cousins  among  those 
poor  fellows  in  Taunton  Jail.” 

44  No,  sir;  my  only  brother  is  at  Ilminster,  and  my  cousins 
are  far  away  in  New  England. 9 9 

44  That  is  well.  One  who,  like  myself,  is  of  a compassionate 
disposition,  can  not  but  bewail  the  grievous  waste  in  jail-fever, 
small-pox,  scarlet  fever,  or  putrid  throat,  to  say  nothing  of  the 
hangings,  which  now  daily  happen  in  the  prison.  What  doth 
it  avail  to  hang  and  quarter  a man,  when  he  might  be  usefully 
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set  to  work  upon  his  majesty^s  plantations?  It  is  a most  sin- 
ful and  foolish  waste,  I say  ” — he  spoke  with  great  sincerity 
and  warmth — “ and  a robbing  of  the  pockets  of  honest  mer- 
chants. ” 

“ Indeed,  sir/'  I said,  “ your  words  prove  the  goodness  of 
your  heart. ” 

“ Let  my  deeds,  rather  than  my  words,  prove  that.  How 
fare  the  prisoners  with  whom  you  are  most  concerned?” 

“Alas!  Sir  Christopher  is  dead,  and  my  father  hath  also 
died  of  his  wound.  ” 

“ So? — indeed?  More  waste!  They  are  dead.  More  waste. 
But  one  was  old;  had  Sir  Christopher  been  sent  to  the  planta- 
tions his  value  would  have  been  but  small,  though,  indeed,  a 
ransom — but  he  is  dead,  and  your  father,  being  wounded — but 
they  are  dead,  and  so  no  more  need  be  said.  There  are,  how- 
ever, others,  if  I remember  aright?” 

“ There  is  my  brother,  in  Ilminster  Prison,  and — ” 

“ Yes;  the  two  young  gentlemen — Challis  is  their  name — in 
Exeter.  I have  seen  them  and  conversed  with  them.  Strong 
young  men,  especially  one  of  them.  'Tis  sad  indeed  to  think 
that  they  may  be  cut  off  in  the  very  bloom  of  their  age,  when 
they  would  command  so  high  a price  in  Jamaica  or  Barbadoes. 
I ventured  to  beg  before  their  trial  that  they  would  immediate- 
ly begin  to  use  whatever  interest  they  might  be  able  to  com- 
mand in  order  to  get  their  sentence,  which  was  certain,  com- 
muted. Many  will  be  suffered  to  go  abroad — why  not  these 
young  gentlemen?  But  they  have  no  interest,  they  assured 
me,  and  therefore  I fear  that  they  will  die.  *Tis  most  sad. 
They  can  not  hang  all — that  is  quite  true,  but  then  these 
young  gentlemen  were  officers  in  the  army,  and  therefore  an 
example  will  be  made  of  them  if  they  have  no  interest  at 
court.” 

“ Well,  sir,”  I told  him,  pleased  to  find  him  of  such  a kind- 
ly and  thoughtful  disposition,  “ you  will  be  glad  to  hear  that 
they  are  already  pardoned,  and  have  been  presented  by  the 
king  to  a gentleman  at  court.” 

“Aha!  Sayest  thou  so?”  His  eyes  glittered,  and  he 
rubbed  his  hands.  “ This  is,  indeed,  joyful  news.  One  of 
them,  Mr.  Robin  Challis,  is  a goodly  lad,  like  to  whom  there 
are  few  sent  out  to  the  plantations.  He  will  certainly  fetch  a 
good  price.  The  other,  Mr.  Humphrey,  who  is  somewhat 
crooked,  will  go  for  less.  Who  hath  obtained  the  gift  of  these 
young  gentlemen?” 

“ It  is  a person  named  Mr.  Nipho.” 

“ Mr.  Jerome  Nipho.  I know  him  well.  He  is  a good 
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Catholic— I mean  a Papist — and  is  much  about  the  court.  He 
is  lucky  in  having  had  many  prisoners  given  to  him.  And 
now,,  madame,  I hope  you  will  command  my  services.” 

“ In  what  way,  sir?” 

“ In  this  way.  I am,  as  I have  told  you  ” — here  he  wagged 
his  head  and  winked  both  eyes,  and  laughed  pleasantly — “one 
of  those  foolish  busybodies  who  love  to  be  still  doing  good  to 
their  fellow-creatures.  To  do  good  is  my  whole  delight.  Un- 
fortunately, the  opportunities  are  rare  of  conferring  exemplary 
benefit  upon  my  fellow-men.  But  here  the  way  seems  clear.  ” 

He  rubbed  his  hands  and  laughed  again,  repeating  that  the 
way  was  clear  before  him,  so  that  I believed  myself  fortunate 
in  falling  in  with  so  virtuous  a person. 

“ Oh,  sir,”  I cried,  “ would  that  the  whole  world  would  so 
live  and  so  act!” 

“ Truly  if  it  did  we  should  have  the  prisons  cleared.  There 
should  be  no  more  throwing  away  of  good  lives  in  hanging;  no 
more  waste  of  stout  fellows  and  lusty  wenches  by  fever  and 
small-pox.  All  should  go  to  the  plantations — all.  Now, 
madame,  to  our  business,  which  is  the  advantage  of  these 
young  gentlemen.  Know,  therefore,  that  Mr.  Jerome  Nipho, 
with  all  those  who  have  received  presents  of  prisoners,  straight- 
way sell  them  to  persons  who  engage  to  transport  them  across 
the  seas  to  his  majesty’s  plantations  in  Jamaica,  Virginia,  or 
elsewhere.  Here  they  are  bound  to  work  for  a certain  term  of 
years.  Call  it  not  work,  however,”  he  added,  quickly;  “ say 
rather  that  they  are  invited  every  day  to  exercise  themselves  in 
the  cotton  and  the  sugar  fields.  The  climate  is  delightful;  the 
sky  is  seldom  clouded;  there  are  never  any  frosts  or  snows;  it 
is  always  summer;  the  fruits  are  delicious;  they  have  a kind 
of  spirit  distilled  from  the  sugar-canes,  which  is  said  to  be  finer 
and  more  wholesome  than  the  best  Nantz;  the  food  is  palatable 
and  plentiful,  though  plain.  The  masters  or  employers,  call 
them  rather  friends,  are  gentlemen  of  the  highest  humanity, 
and  the  society  is  composed  of  sober  merchants,  wealthy 
planters,  and  gentlemen,  like  your  brother,  who  have  had  the 
misfortune  to  differ  in  opinions  with  the  government.” 

“ Why,  sir,”  I said,  “ I have  always  understood  that  the 
transported  prisoners  are  treated  with  the  greatest  inhumanity; 
forced  to  work  in  heat  such  as  we  never  experience,  driven  with 
the  lash,  and  half  starved,  so  that  none  ever  come  back.” 

He  shook  his  head  gently.  “See  now,”  he  said,  “how 
prejudices  arise.  Who  could  have  thought  that  the  planta- 
tions should  be  thus  regarded?  ’Tis  true  that  there  are  estates 
cultivated  by  convicts  of  another  kind — I mean  robbers,  high- 
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waymen,  petty  thieves,  and  the  like.  Bristol  doth  every  year 
send  away  a ship-load  at  least  of  such.  Nay;  *tis  reported 
that  rather  than  hang  murderers  and  the  like,  the  Bristol 
merchants  buy  them  of  the  magistrates,  but  this  is  out  of  the 
kindness  of  their  hearts.  Madame,”  he  thrust  his  hand  into 
his  bosom  and  looked  me  in  the  face,  “ I myself  am  sometimes 
engaged  in  that  trade.  I myself  buy  these  unhappy  prisoners, 
and  send  them  to  estates  where,  I know,  they  will  be  treated 
with  the  greatest  kindness.  Do  I look  like  a dishonest  man, 
madame?  My  name  it  is  George  Penne,  and  I am  known  by 
every  man  of  credit  in  Bristol.  Do  I talk  like  one  who  would 
make  money  out  of  his  neighbors*  sufferings?  Nay,  if  that  is 
so,  let  us  part  at  once  and  say  no  more.  Madame,  your  hum- 
ble servant — no  harm  is  done;  your  humble  servant,  madame.  ** 
He  put  his  hat  under  his  arm,  and  made  as  if  he  would  go, 
but  I begged  him  to  remain,  and  to  advise  me  further  in  the 
matter. 

Then  I asked  him  if  transported  persons  ever  came  home 
again. 

“ Surely,**  he  replied;  “ some  of  them  come  home  laden 
with  gold.  Some,  possessed  of  places  both  of  honor  and  of 
profit,  return  to  visit  their  friends,  and  then  go  back  to  the 
new  country.  It  is  a very  Eldorado,  or  land  of  gold,  to  those 
who  are  willing  to  work,  and  for  those  who  have  money  and 
choose  to  buy  exemption  from  work  it  is  only  an  agreeable 
residence  in  cheerful  society  for  a certain  term  of  years.  Have 
you,  by  chance,  madame,  any  friends  who  can  influence  Mr. 
Jerome  Nipho?** 

“ No,  sir;  I have  none.” 

“ Then  will  I myself  communicate  with  that  gentleman. 
Understand,  madame,  that  I shall  have  to  pay  him  so  much  a 
head  for  every  prisoner;  that  I shall  be  engaged  to  place  every 
man  on  board  ship;  that  the  prisoners  will  then  be  taken 
across  the  seas  and  again  sold.  But  in  the  case  of  those  who 
have  money,  a ransom  can  be  procured,  by  means  of  which 
they  will  not  have  to  work.** 

So  far  as  he  had  spoken  in  the  belief  that  I was  at  Taunton 
on  my  brother’s  business,  or  that  of  my  friends.  I told  him, 
therefore,  that  certain  events  had  occurred  which  would  pre- 
vent me  from  seeing  the  prisoners  at  Exeter.  And  because  I 
could  not  forbear  from  weeping  while  I spoke,  he  very  earnest- 
ly begged  me  to  inform  him  fully  in  every  particular  as  to  my 
history,  adding  that  his  benevolence  was  not  confined  to  the 
unhappy  case  of  prisoners,  but  that  it  was  ready  to  be  extended 
in  any  other  direction  that  happy  chance  might  offer. 
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Therefore,  being,  as  you  have  seen,  so  friendless  and  so 
ignorant,  and  so  fearful  of  falling  into  my  husbands  hands, 
and,  at  the  same  time,  so  grateful  to  this  good  man  for  his 
kindly  offers,  indeed,  I took  him  for  an  instrument  provided 
by  Heaven  for  the  safety  promised  in  my  vision  of  the  night, 
that  I told  him  everything  exactly,  concealing  nothing.  Nay, 
I even  told  him  of  the  bag  of  goid  which  I had  tied  round  my 
waist — a thing  which  I had  hitherto  concealed,  because  the 
money  was  not  mine,  but  Barnaby’s.  But  I told  it  to  Mr. 
Fenne. 

While  I related  my  history  he  interrupted  me  by  frequent 
ejaculations,  showing  his  abhorrence  of  the  wickedness  with 
which  Benjamin  compassed  his  design,  and  when  I finished  he 
held  up  his  hands  in  amazement. 

“ Good  God!”  he  cried.  “ That  such  a wretch  should  live! 
That  he  should  be  allowed  still  to  cumber  the  earth!  What 
punishment  were  fitting  for  this  devil  in  the  shape  of  man? 
Madame,  your  case  is,  indeed,  one  that  would  move  the  heart 
of  Nero  himself.  What  is  to  be  done?” 

“ Nay — that  I know  not.  For  if  I go  back  to  our  village  he 
will  find  me  there,  and  if  I find  out  some  hiding-place  he  will 
seek  me  out  and  find  me;  I shall  never  know  rest  or  peace 
again.  For  of  one  thing  am  I resolved — I will  die — yea,  I 
will,  indeed,  die — before  I will  become  his  wife  more  than  I 
am  at  present.” 

“ I can  not  commend  that  resolution,  madame.  But,  to  be 
plain  with  you,  there  is  no  place  in  the  world  more  unsafe  for 
you  than  Taunton  at  this  time.  Therefore,  if  you  please,  I 
will  ride  with  you  to  Bristol  without  delay/’ 

“ Sir,  I can  not  ask  this  sacrifice  of  your  business.” 

“ My  business  lies  at  Bristol.  I can  do  no  more  here  until 
Judge  Jeffreys  hath  got  through  his  hangings,  of  which  I fear 
there  may  be  many,  and  so  more  sinful  waste  of  good  convicts. 
Let  us,  therefore,  hasten  away  as  quickly  as  may  be;  as  for 
what  shall  be  done  afterward  that  we  will  consider  on  the 
way.” 

Did  ever  a woman  in  misfortune  meet  with  so  good  a man? 
The  Samaritan  himself  was  not  of  better  heart. 

Well,  to  be  brief,  half  an  hour  afterward  we  mounted  and 
rode  to  Bristol,  by  way  of  Bridgewater,  this  town  was  even 
more  melancholy  than  Taunton,  taking  three  days — the 
weather  being  now  wet  and  raining,  so  that  the  ways  were 
bad.  Now,  as  we  rode  along — Mr.  Fenne  and  1— side  by  side, 
and  his  servant  behind,  armed  with  a blunderbuss,  our  conver- 
sation was  grave,  turning  chiefly  on  the  imprudence  of  the 
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people  in  following  Monmouth,  when  they  should  have  waited 
for  the  gentry  to  lead  the  way.  I found  my  companion,  whom 
I held  to  be  my  benefactor,  sober  in  manners  and  in  conver- 
sation; no  drunkard;  no  user  of  profane  oaths;  and  toward 
me,  a woman  whom  he  had,  so  to  say,  in  his  own  power,  he 
behaved  always  with  the  greatest  ceremony  and  politeness.  So 
that  I hoped  to  have  found  in  this  good  man  a true  protector. 

When  we  reached  Bristol  he  told  me  that  for  my  better 
safety  he  would  lodge  me  apart  from  his  own  house;  and  so 
took  me  to  a house  in  Broad  Street,  near  St.  John's  Gate, 
where  there  was  a most  respectable  old  lady  of  grave  aspect, 
though  red  in  the  cheeks. 

“I  have  brought  you,  madame,”  he  said,  “ to  the  house 
of  a lady  whose  virtue  and  piety  are  well  known.  ” 

“ Sir,”  said  the  old  lady,  “ this  house  is  well  kfiown  for  the 
piety  of  those  who  use  it.  And  everybody  knows  that  you  are 
all  goodness.  ” 

“ No,”  said  Mr.  Penne;  “ no  man  is  good.  We  can  but 
try  our  best.  In  this  house,  however,  madame,  you  will  be 
safe.  I beg  and  implore  you  not  at  present  to  stir  abroad,  for 
reasons  which  you  very  well  know.  This  good  woman  has 
three  or  four  daughters  in  the  house,  who  are  sometimes,  I 
believe,  merry — ” 

“ Sir,”  said  the  old  lady,  “ children  will  be  foolish.” 

“ True — true,”  he  replied,  laughing.  “Take  care,  then, 
that  they  molest  not  madame.” 

“ No,  sir;  they  shall  not.” 

“ Then,  madame,  for  the  moment  I leave  you.  Rest  and 
be  easy  in  your  mind.  I have,  I think,  contrived  a plan  which 
will  answer  your  case  perfectly.” 

In  the  evening  he  returned  and  sent  me  word,  very  cere- 
moniously, that  he  desired  the  favor  of  a conversation  with 
me.  As  if  there  could  be  anything  in  the  world  that  I desired 
more. 

“Madame,”  he  said,  “I  have  considered  carefully  your 
case,  and  I can  find  but  one  advice  to  give.” 

“ What  is  it,  sir?” 

“ We  might,”  he  went  on,  “ find  a lodging  for  you  in  some 
quiet  Welsh  town  across  the  Channel.  At  Chepstow,  for  in- 
stance, or  at  Newport,  you  might  find  a home  for  awhile. 
But,  the  country  being  greatly  inflamed  with  dissensions,  there 
would  everywhere  be  the  danger  of  some  fanatical  busybody 
inquiring  into  your  history — whence  you  came,  why  you  left 
your  friends,  and  so  forth.  And,  again,  in  every  town  there 
are  women,  saving  your  presence,  madame,  whose  tongues 
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tittle-tattle  all  day  long.  Short  work  they  make  of  a stranger. 
So  that  I see  not  much  safety  in  a small  town.  Then  again 
you  might  find  a farm-house  where  they  would  receive  you, 
but  your  case  is  not  that  you  wish  to  be  hidden  for  a time,  as 
one  implicated  in  the  Monmouth  business.  Not  so;  you  desire 
to  be  hidden  all  your  life,  or  for  the  whole  life  of  the  man  who, 
if  he  finds  you,  may  compel  you  to  live  with  him,  and  to  live 
for — how  long?  Sixty  years,  perhaps,  in  a dull  and  dirty 
farm-house,  among  rude  boors,  would  be  intolerable  to  a per- 
son of  your  manners  and  accomplishments.” 

“ Then,  sir,  in  the  name  of  Heaven  ” — for  I began  to  be 
wearied  with  this  lengthy  setting  up  of  plans  only  to  pull  them 
down  again — “ what  shall  I do?” 

“ You  might  go  to  London.  At  first  I thought  that  London 
offered  the  best  hope  of  safe  retreat.  There  are  parts  of  Lon- 
don where  the  gentlemen  of  the  robe  are  never  seen,  and 
where  you  might  be  safe.  Thus,  about  the  eastern  parts  of 
the  city  there  are  never  any  lawyers  at  all.  There  you  might 
be  safe.  But  yet — it  would  be  a perpetual  risk.  Your  face, 
madame,  if  I may  say  so,  is  one  which  will  not  be  quickly  for- 
gotten when  it  hath  once  been  seen  — you  would  be  per- 
secuted by  would-be  lovers;  you  would  go  in  continual  terror, 
knowing  that  one  you  fear  was  living  only  a mile  away 
from  you.  You  would  have  to  make  up  some  story  to  main- 
tain which  would  be  troublesome;  and  presently  the  time 
would  come  when  you  would  have  no  more  money.  What, 
then,  would  you  do?” 

“ Pray,  sir,  if  you  can  tell,  me  what  you  think  I should  do, 
since  there  are  so  many  things  that  I can  not  do.  ” 

“ Madame,  I am  going  to  submit  to  you  a plan  which  seems 
to  me  at  once  the  safest  and  the  best.  You  have,  you  tell  me, 
cousins  in  the  town  of  Boston  which  is  in  New  England.” 

“ Yes.  I hav6  heard  my  father  speak  of  his  cousins.” 

“ I have  myself  visited  that  place,  and  have  heard  mention 
of  certain  Eykins  as  gentlemen  of  substance  and  reputation. 
I propose,  madame,  that  you  should  go  to  these  cousins,  and 
seek  a home  among  them. 9 9 

“ Leave  England?  You  would  have  me  leave  this  country 
and  go  across  the  ocean  to  America?” 

“ That  is  my  advice.  Nay,  madame  ” — he  assumed  a most 
serious  manner — “do  not  reject  this  advice  suddenly;  sleep 
upon  it.  You  are  not  going  among  strangers,  but  among  your 
own  people,  by  whom  the  name  of  your  pious  and  learned 
father  is  doubtless  held  in  great  honor.  You  are  going  from 
a life,  at  best,  of  danger  and  continual  care  to  a place  where 
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you  will  be  certainly  free  from  persecution.  Madame,  sleep 
upon  it.” 


CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

OH  BOARD  THE  “ JOLLY  THATCHER.” 

I lay  awake  all  night  thinking  of  this  plan.  The  more  I 
thought  upon  it  the  more  I was  pleased  with  it.  To  fly  from 
the  country  was  to  escape  the  pursuit  of  my  husband,  who 
would  never  give  over  looking  for  me,  because  he  was  so  ob- 
stinate and  masterful.  I should  also  escape  the  reproaches  of 
my  lover,  Robin,  and  break  myself  altogether  from  a passion 
which  was  now  (through  my  own  rashness)  become  sinful.  I 
might  also  break  myself  from  the  loathing  and  hatred  which 
I now  felt  toward  my  wicked  husband,  and  might  even,  in 
time  and  after  much  prayer,  arrive  at  forgiving  him.  At  that 
time—  yea,  and  for  long  afterward—  I did  often  surprise  myself 
in  such  a fit  of  passion  as,  I verily  believe,  would  have  made 
me  a murderess  had  opportunity  or  the  Evil  One  sent  that 
man  my  way.  Yea,  not  once  or  twice,  but  many  times  have 
I thus  become  a murderess  in  thought  and  wish  and  intention 
— I confess  this  sin  with  shame,  though  I have  long  since  re- 
pented of  it.  To  have  been  so  near  unto  it — nay,  to  have 
already  committed  it  in  my  imagination,  covers  me  with  shame. 
And  now  when  I sometimes  (my  Lord,  the  master  of  my  affec- 
tions, doth  allow  it)  visit  the  Prison  of  Ilchester,  and  find 
therein  some  poor  wretch  who  hath  yielded  to  temptation  and 
sudden  wrath  (which  is  the  possession  by  the  devil),  and  so 
hath  committed  what  I only  imagined,  my  heart  goes  forth  to 
that  poor  creature,  and  I can  not  rest  until  I have  prayed  with 
her  and  softened  her  heart,  and  left  her  to  go  contrite  to  the 
shameful  tree.  Xay,  since,  as  you  shall  hear,  I have  been 
made  to  pass  part  of  my  life  among  the  most  wicked  and 
profligate  of  my  sex,  I am  filled  with  the  thought  that  the  best 
of  us  are  not  much  better  than  the  worst,  and  that  the  worst 
of  us  are  in  some  things  as  good  as  the  best;  so  that  there  is 
no  room  for  pride  and  self-sufficiency,  but  much  for  humilia- 
tion and  distrust  of  one's  own  heart. 

Well,  if  I would  consent  to  fly  from  the  country,  across  the 
seas  I should  find  kith  and  kin  who  would  shelter  me.  There 
should  I learn  to  think  about  other  things — poor  wretch!  as  if 
I could  ever  forget  the  village — and  Robin ! Oh,  that  I should 
have  to  try — even  to  try — to  forget  Robin ! I was  to  learn 
that  though  the  skies  be  changed,  the  heart  remains  the  same. 
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How  I fled — and  whither — you  shall  now  hear. 

Mr.  George  Penne  came  to  see  me  next  morning,  sleek  and 
smiling  and  courteous. 

“ Madame,”  he  said,  “ may  I know  your  decision,  if  you 
have  yet  arrived  at  one?” 

“ Sir,  it  is  already  made.  I have  slept  upon  it;  I have 
prayed  upon  it;  I will  go.” 

“ That  is  well.  It  is  also  most  opportune,  because  a ship 
sails  this  very  day.  It  is  most  opportune,  I say — even  Provi- 
dential. She  will  drop  down  the  Channel  with  the  coming 
tide.  You  will  want  a few  things  for  the  voyage.  ” 

“ It  will  be  winter  when  we  arrive,  and  the  winters  in  that 
country  are  cold;  I must  buy  some  thicker  clothing.  Will 
there  be  any  gentlewoman  on  board?” 

“Surely” — he  smiled — “surely.  There  will  be,  I am 
told,  more  than  one  gentlewoman  on  board  that  ship.  There 
will  be,  in  fact,  a large  and  a cheerful  company.  Of  that  you 
may  be  assured.  Well,  since  that  is  settled,  a great  load  of 
care  is  removed,  because  I have  heard  that  your  husband  rode 
into  Taunton  with  Judge  Jeffreys;  that  he  had  learned  from 
some  one — I know  not  from  whom — of  your  presence  in  the 
town,  and  of  your  departure  with  me.  ” 

“ It  must  have  been  the  market-woman.” 

“ Doubtless,  the  market-woman  ” — I have  often  asked  my- 
self whether  this  was  a falsehood  or  not — “ and  he  is  even  now 
speeding  toward  Bristol,  hoping  to  find  you.  Pray  Heaven 
that  he  hath  not  learned  with  whom  you  fled!” 

“Oh!”  I cried.  “Let  us  go  on  board  the  ship  at  once! 
Let  us  hasten!” 

“ Nay;  there  is  no  hurry  for  a few  hours.  But  stay  within 
doors.  Everything  that  is  wanting  for  the  voyage  shall  be  put 
on  board  for  you.  As  for  your  meals,  you  will  eat  with  ” — 
here  he  paused  for  a moment — “ with  the  rest  of  the  company 
under  the  care  of  the  captain.  For  your  berth,  it  will  be  as 
comfortable  as  can  be  provided.  Next,  as  to  the  money. 
You  have,  I understand,  two  hundred  pounds  and  more?” 

I took  the  bag  from  my  waist  and  rolled  out  the  contents. 
There  were  in  all  two  hundred  and  forty-five  pounds  and  a few 
shillings.  The  rest  had  been  expended  at  Ilminster. 

He  counted  it  carefully,  and  then  replaced  the  money  in  the 
bag. 

“ The  Eykins  of  Boston,  in  New  England,”  he  said,  “ are 
people  of  great  credit  and  substance.  There  will  be  no  neces- 
sity for  you  to  take  with  you  this  money  should  you  wish  it  to 
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be  expended  to  the  ^advantage  of  your  brother  and  your 
friends/5 

“ Take  it  alb  kind  sir.  Take  it  all,  if  so  it  will  help  them 
in  their  need. 55 

“ Nay,  that  will  not  do,  either/5  he  replied,  smiling,  his 
hand  upon  the  bag.  “ For  first,  the  captain  of  your  ship  must 
be  paid  for  his  passage;  next,  you  must  not  go  among  strangers 
(though  your  own  kith  and  kin)  with  no  money  at  all  in  purse. 
Therefore  I will  set  aside  (by  your  good  leave)  fifty  pounds  for 
your  private  purse.  So;  fifty  pounds.  A letter  to  my  corre- 
spondent at  Boston,  which  I will  write,  will  cause  him  to  pay 
you  this  money  on  your  landing.  This  is  a safer  method  than 
to  carry  the  money  in  a bag  or  purse,  which  may  be  stolen. 
But  if  the  letter  be  lost,  another  can  be  written.  We  mer- 
chants, indeed,  commonly  send  three  such  letters  of  advice  in 
case  of  shipwreck  and  loss  of  the  bags.  This  done,  and  the 
expenses  of  the  voyage  provided,  there  remains  a large  sum, 
which,  judiciously  spent,  will,  I think,  insure  for  your  friends 
from  the  outset  the  treatment  reserved  for  prisoners  of  dis- 
tinction who  can  afford  to  pay — namely,  on  their  arrival  they 
will  be  bought  (as  it  is  termed)  by  worthy  merchants,  who 
(having  been  previously  paid  by  me)  will  suffer  them  to  live 
where  they  please,  without  exacting  of  them  the  least  service 
or  work.  Their  relatives  at  home  will  forward  them  the  means 
of  subsistence,  and  so  their  exile  will  be  softened  for  them.  If 
you  consent  thereto,  madame,  I will  engage  that  they  shall  be 
so  received,  with  the  help  of  this  money. 55 

If  I consented,  indeed!  With  what  joy  did  I give  my 
consent  to  such  laying  out  of  my  poor  Barnaby5s  money! 
Everything  now  seemed  turning  to  the  best,  thanks  to  my 
new  and  benevolent  friend. 

At  his  desire,  therefore,  I wrote  a letter  to  Barnaby,  recom- 
mending him  to  trust  himself,  and  to  advise  Robin  and  Hum- 
phrey to  trust  themselves,  entirely  to  the  good  offices  of  this 
excellent  man.  I informed  him  that  I was  about  to  cross  the 
seas  to  our  cousins  in  New  England,  in  order  to  escape  the 
clutches  of  the  villain  who  had  betrayed  me.  And  then  I told 
him  how  his  money  had  been  bestowed,  and  bade  him  seek  me 
when  he  should  be  released  from  the  plantations  (wherever 
they  might  send  him)  at  the  town  of  Boston,  among  his  cous- 
ins. The  letter  Mr.  Penne  faithfully  promised  to  deliver. 
(Nota  bene. — The  letter  was  never  given  to  Barnaby.) 

At  the  same  time  he  wrote  a letter  for  me  to  give  to  his  cor- 
respondent at  Boston,  telling  me  that  on  reading  that  letter 
his  friend  would  instantly  pay  me  the  sum  of  fifty  pounds. 
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Thus  was  the  business  concluded,  and  I could  not  find  words, 
I told  him,  to  express  the  gratitude  which  I felt  for  so  much 
goodness  toward  one  who  was  a stranger  to  him.  I begged 
him  to  suffer  me  to  repay  at  least  the  charges  to  which  he  had 
been  put  at  the  inns  and  the  stabling  since  he  took  me  into  his 
own  care  and  protection.  But  he  would  take  nothing. 
“ Money,  **  he  said,  “ as  payment  for  such  services  as  he  had 
been  enabled  to  render  would  be  abhorrent  to  his  nature. 
Should  good  deeds  be  bought?  Was  it  seemly  that  a merchant 
of  credit  should  sell  an  act  of  common  Christian  charity?” 

“ What?”  he  asked,  “ are  we  to  see  a poor  creature  in  dan- 
ger of  being  imprisoned  if  she  is  recognized,  and  of  being  car- 
ried off  against  her  will  by  a husband  whom  she  loathes,  if  he 
finds  her — are  we  to  see  such  a woman  and  not  be  instantly 
fired  by  every  generous  emotion  of  compassion  and  indignation 
to  help  that  woman  at  the  mere  cost  of  a few  days*  service  and 
a few  guineas  spent ?” 

I was  greatly  moved — even  to  tears — at  these  words,  and  at 
all  this  generosity,  and  I told  him  that  I could  not  sufficiently 
thank  him.  for  all  he  had  done,  and  that  he  should  have  my 
prayers  always. 

“ I hope  I may,  madame,”  he  said,  smiling  strangely. 
ig  When  the  ship  hath  sailed  you  will  remember,  perhaps,  the 
fate  of  Susan  Blake,  and,  whatever  may  be  your  present  dis- 
comfort on  board  a rolling  ship,  say  to  yourself  that  this  is  bet- 
ter than  to  die  in  a noisome  prison.  You  will  also  understand 
that  you  have  fallen  into  the  hands  of  a respectable  merchant, 
who  is  much  more  lenient  than  Judge  Jeffreys,  and  will  not 
consent  to  the  wasting  of  good  commercial  stuff  in  jails  and  on 
gibbets.** 

“ Nay,  sir,**  I said,  “ what  doth  all  this  mean?** 

“ Nothing,  madame — nothing.  I was  only  anxious  that 
you  should  say  to  yourself,  6 Thus  and  thus  have  I been  saved 
from  a jail.  * **  Such  was  Mr.  Penne*s  humanity! 

“ Understand  it!  Oh!  dear  sir,  I repeat  that  my  words  are 
not  strong  enough  to  express  my  gratitude.** 

“ Now,  madame,  no  doubt  your  gratitude  runs  high. 
Whether  to-morrow — ** 

“ Can  I ever  forget?  To-morrow?  To-morrow?  Surely, 
sir — ** 

“ Well,  madame,  we  will  wait  until  to-morrow.  Meantime 
lie  snug  and  still  all  day,  and  in  the  afternoon  I will  come  for 
you.  Two  hundred  and  forty-five  pounds — *tis  not  a great 
sum,  but  a good  day*s  work — a good  day*s  work,  added  to  the 
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satisfaction  of  helping  a most  unfortunate  young  gentlewoman 
— most  unfortunate. " 

What  did  the  good  man  mean  by  still  talking  of  the  mor- 
row? 

At  half  past  twelve  the  good  woman  of  the  house  brought 
me  a plate  of  meat  and  some  bread. 

“ So/'  she  said — her  face  was  red,  and  I think  she  had  been 
drinking — “ he  hath  determined  to  put  you  on  board  with  the 
rest,  I hear. 99 

“ Hush!  If  you  have  heard,  say  nothing." 

“He  thinks  he  can  buy  my  silence.  Come,  madarne; 
though,  indeed,  some  would  rather  take  their  chance  with 
Judge  Jeffreys — they  say  he  is  a man  who  can  be  moved  by 
the  face  of  a woman — than  with — well,  as  for  my  silence, 
there — It  is  usual,  madarne,  to  compliment  the  landlady,  and 
though,  I confess,  you  are  not  of  the  kind  which  do  commonly 
frequent  this  house,  yet  one  may  expect — 99 

“ Alas!  my  good  woman,  I have  nothing.  Mr.  Penne  has 
taken  all  my  money." 

“ What?  you  had  money?  And  you  gave  it  to  Mr.  Penne? 
You  gave  it  to  him?  Nay,  indeed:  why,  in  the  place  where 
thou  art  going — " 

She  was  silent,  for  suddenly  we  heard  Mr.  Penne's  step  out- 
side, and  he  opened  the  door. 

Come,"  he  said,  roughly;  “ the  captain  says  that  he  will 
weigh  anchor  in  an  hour;  the  tide  serves — come!" 

I hastened  to  put  on  my  hat  and  mantle. 

“ Farewell,"  I said,  taking  the  old  woman's  hand.  “ I have 
nothing  to  give  thee  but  my  prayers.  Mr.  Penne,  who  is  all 
goodness,  will  reward  thee  for  thy  kindness  to  me. " 

“ He  all  goodness?"  asked  the  old  woman.  “ He?  Why, 
if  there  is  upon  the  face  of  the  whole  earth — " 

“ Come,  child!"  Mr.  Penne  seized  my  hand  and  dragged  me 
away. 

“ The  woman,"  he  said,  “ hath  been  drinking.  It  is  a bad 
habit  she  hath  contracted  of  late.  I must  see  into  it,  and 
speak  seriously  to  her;  but  a good  nature  at  heart.  Come, 
we  must  hasten.  You  will  be  under  the  special  care  of  the 
captain.  I have  provided  a box  full  of  warm  clothing  and 
other  comforts.  I think  there  is  nothing  omitted  that  may  be 
of  use.  Come. 99 

He  hurried  me  along  the  narrow  streets  until  we  came  to  a 
quay,  where  there  were  a great  number  of  ships  such  as  I had 
never  before  seen.  On  one  of  them  the  sailors  were  running 
about  clearing  away  things,  coiling  ropes,  tossing  sacks  and 
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casks  aboard,  with  such  a “ Yo-hoing!”  and  noise  as  I never 
in  my  life  heard  before. 

“ Tis  our  ship,”  said  Mr.  Penne.  Then  he  led  me  along  a 
narrow  bridge,  formed  by  a single  plank,  to  the  deck  of  the 
ship.  There  stood  a gentleman  of  a very  fierce  and  resolute 
aspect,  armed  with  a sword,  hanging  from  a scarlet  sash,  and 
a pair  of  pistols  in  his  belt.  “ Captain,”  said  Mr.  Penne, 
“ are  all  aboard?” 

“ Ay;  we  have  all  our  cargo.  And  a pretty  crew  they  are! 
Is  this  the  last  of  them?  Send  her  forward.” 

“ Madame,”  said  Mr.  Penne,  “suffer  me  to  lead  you  to  a 
place  where,  until  the  ship  sails  and  the  officers  have  time  to 
take  you  to  your  cabin,  you  can  rest  and  be  out  of  the  way. 
It  is  a rough  assemblage,  but  at  sailing  one  has  no  choice.  ” 

Gathered  in  the  fore-part  of  what  they  call  the  waist  there 
was  a company  of  about  a hundred  people.  Some  were  young, 
some  old;  some  were  men,  some  women;  some  seemed  mere 
children.  All  alike  showed  in  their  faces  the  extreme  of 
misery,  apprehension,  and  dismay. 

“ Who  are  these?”  I asked. 

“ They  will  tell  you  themselves  presently,  madame,  fare- 
well.” With  that  Mr.  Penne  left  me  standing  among  this 
crowd  of  wretches,  and,  without  waiting  for  my  last  words  of 
gratitude,  hurried  away  immediately. 

I saw  him  running  across  the  plank  to  the  quay.  Then  the 
boatswain  blew  a shrill  whistle;  the  plank  was  shoved  over; 
some  ropes  were  cast  loose,  and  the  ship  began  slowly  to  move 
down  the  river  with  the  tide,  now  beginning  to  run  out,  and  a 
wind  from  the  north-east. 

I looked  about  me.  What  were  all  these  people?  Why  were 
they  going  to  New  England?  Then,  as  the  deck  was  now 
clearer  and  the  sailors,  I suppose,  at  their  stations,  I ventured 
to  walk  toward  the  after-part  of  the  ship,  with  the  intention 
to  ask  the  captain  for  my  cabin.  As  I did  so,  a man  stood  be- 
fore me  armed  with  a great  cane,  which  he  brandished,  threat- 
ening, with  a horrid  oath,  to  lay  it  across  my  back  if  I vent- 
ured any  further  aft. 

“ Prisoners  forward!”  he  cried.  “ Back  you  go,  or,  by  the 
Lord!—” 

“ Prisoner?”  I said.  “ I am  no  prisoner.  I am  a passen- 
ger. ” 

“ Passenger?  Why,  as  for  that,  you  are  all  passengers.” 

“ All?  Who  are  these,  then?” 

He  informed  me  with  plainness  of  speech  who  and  what  they 
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were — convicts  taken  from  the  prisons,  branded  in  the  hand, 
and  sentenced  to  transportation. 

“But  I am  a passenger,”  I repeated.  “Mr.  Penne  hath 
paid  for  my  passage  to  New  England.  He  hath  paid  the  cap- 
tain— ” 

“ The  ship  is  bound  for  Barbadoes,  not  New  England.  'Tis 
my  duty  not  to  stir  from  this  spot;  but  here's  the  mate — tell 
him.  ” 

This  was  a young  man,  armed,  like  the  captain,  with  pistols 
and  sword. 

“ Sir,”  I said,  “ I am  a passenger  brought  on  board  by  Mr. 
Penne,  whose  passage  hath  been  paid  to  New  England.” 

“ By  Mr.  George  Penne,  you  say?” 

“ The  same.  He  hath  engaged  a cabin  for  me,  and  hath 
purchased  clothes — and — ” 

“Is  it  possible,”  said  the  mate,  “that  you  do  not  know 
where  you  are,  and  whither  you  are  going?” 

“ I am  going,  under  the  special  care  of  the  captain,  to  the 
city  of  Boston,  in  New  England,  to  my  cousin,  Mr.  Eykin,  a 
gentleman  of  credit  and  substance  of  that  town.” 

He  gazed  at  me  with  wonder. 

“ I will  speak  to  the  captain,”  he  said,  and  left  me  standing 
there. 

Presently  he  returned.  “ Come  with  me,”  he  said. 

“You  are  Grace  Eykin?”  said  the  captain,  who  had  with 
him  a paper  from  which  he  read. 

“ That  is  my  name.  ” 

“ On  a certain  day  in  July,  your  father  being  a preacher  in 
the  army  of  the  Duke  of  Monmouth,  you  walked  with  a pro- 
cession of  girls  bearing  flags  which  you  presented  to  that 
rebel?” 

“ It  is  true,  sir.” 

“You  have  been  given  by  the  king  to  some  great  lord  or 
other,  I know  not  whom,  and  by  him  sold  to  the  man  Penne, 
who  hath  put  you  on  board  this  ship,  the  ‘ Jolly  Thatcher/ 
port  of  London,  to  be  conveyed,  with  a hundred  prisoners,  all 
rogues  and  thieves,  to  the  island  of  Barbadoes,  where  you  will 
presently  be  sold  as  a servant  for  ten  years;  after  which  period, 
if  you  choose,  you  will  be  at  liberty  to  return  to  England.” 

Then,  indeed,  the  captain  before  me  seemed  to  reel  about, 
and  I fell  fainting  at  his  feet. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

THE  GOOD  SAMARITAN. 

This  was  indeed  the  truth;  I had  parted  with  my  money  on 
the  word  of  a villain;  I put  myself  into  his  power  by  telling 
him  the  whole  of  my  sad  story;  and,,  on  the  promise  of  send- 
ing me  by  ship  to  my  cousins  in  New  England,  he  had  entered 
my  name  as  a rebel  sold  to  himself  (afterward  I learned  that 
he  made  it  appear  as  if  I was  one  of  the  hundred  given  to  Mr. 
Jerome  Nipho,  all  of  whom  he  afterward  bought  and  sent  to 
the  plantations),  and  he  had  then  shipped  me  on  board  a ves- 
sel on  the  point  of  sailing  with  as  vile  a company  of  rogues, 
vagabonds,  thieves,  and  drabs  as  were  ever  raked  together  out 
of  the  streets  and  the  prisons. 

When  I came  to  my  senses  the  captain  gave  me  a glass  of 
cordial,  and  made  me  sit  down  on  a gun-carriage  while  he 
asked  me  many  questions.  I answered  them  all  truthfully, 
concealing  only  the  reason  of  my  flight  and  of  my  visit  to 
Taunton,  where,  I told  him  truly,  I hoped  to  see  my  unhappy 
friend  Miss  Susan  Blake,  of  whose  imprisonment  and  death  I 
knew  nothing. 

“ Madame,”  said  the  captain,  stroking  his  chin,  “ your  case 
is  indeed  a hard  one.  Yet  your  name  is  entered  on  my  list, 
and  I must  deliver  your  body  at  St.  Michael’s  Port,  Barbadoes, 
or  account  for  its  absence.  This  must  I do;  I have  no  other 
choice.  As  for  your  being  sold  to  Mr.  George  Penne  by  Mr. 
Jerome  Nipho,  this  may  very  well  be  without  your  knowing 
even  that  you  had  been  given  to  that  gentleman  by  the  king. 
They  say  that  the  Maids  of  Taunton  have  all  been  given  away, 
mostly  to  the  queen’s  maids  of  honor,  and  must  either  be  re- 
deemed at  a great  price  or  be  sold  as  you  have  been.  On  the 
other  hand,  there  may  be  villainy,  and  in  this  case  it  might  be 
dangerous  for  you  to  move  in  the  matter  lest  you  be  appre- 
hended and  sent  to  jail  as  a rebel,  and  so  a worse  fate  happen 
unto  you.” 

He  then  went  on  to  tell  me  that  this  pretended  merchant, 
this  Mr.  George  Penne,  was  the  most  notorious  kidnapper  in 
the  whole  of  Bristol;  that  he  was  always  raking  the  prisons  of 
rogues  and  sending  them  abroad  for  sale  on  the  plantations; 
that  at  this  time  he  was  looking  to  make  a great  profit,  because 
there  were  so  many  prisoners  that  all  could  not  be  hanged, 
but  most  must  be  either  flogged  and  sent  about  their  business. 
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or  else  sold  to  him  and  his  like  for  servitude.  “ As  for  any 
money  paid  for  your  passage,”  he  went  on,  “I  assure  you, 
madame,  upon  my  honor,  that  nothing  at  all  has  been  paid  by 
him;  nor  has  he  provided  you  with  any  change  of  clothes  or 
provisions  of  any  kind  for  the  voyage;  nor  hath  he  asked  or 
bargained  for  any  better  treatment  of  you  on  board  than  is 
given  to  the  rogues  below;  and  that,  madame,”  he  added,  “ is 
food  of  the  coarsest,  and  planks,  for  sleep,  of  the  hardest.  The 
letter  which  you  have  shown  me  is  a mere  trick.  I do  not 
think  there  is  any  such  person  in  Boston.  It  is  true,  however, 
that  there  is  a family  of  your  name  in  Boston,  and  that  they 
are  substantial  merchants.  I make  no  doubt  that  as  he  hath 
treated  you,  so  he  will  treat  your  friends;  and  that  all  the 
money  which  he  has  taken  from  you  will  remain  in  his  own 
pocket.” 

“Then,”  I cried,  “what  am  I to  do?  Where  look  for 
help?” 

“ 'Tis  the  damnedest  villain !”  cried  the  captain,  swearing 
after  the  profane  way  of  sailors.  “ When  next  I put  in  at  the 
port  of  Bristol,  if  the  Monmouth  scare  be  over,  I will  take  care 
that  all  the  world  shall  know  what  he  hath  done.  But,  in- 
deed, he  will  not  care.  The  respectable  merchants  have  noth- 
ing to  say  with  him — he  is  now  an  open  Catholic,  who  was 
formerly  concealed  in  that  religion.  Therefore  he  thinks  his 
fortune  is  at  the  flood.  But  what  is  to  be  done,  madame?” 

“ Indeed,  sir,  I know  not.” 

He  considered  awhile.  His  face  was  rough,  and  colored 
like  a ripe  plum  with  the  wind  and  the  sun;  but  he  looked 
honest,  and  he  did  not,  like  Mr.  Penne,  pretend  to  shed  tears 
over  my  misfortunes. 

“ Those  who  join  rebellions,”  he  said,  but  not  unkindly, 
“ generally  find  themselves  out  in  their  reckoning  in  the  end. 
What  the  deuce  have  gentlewomen  to  do  with  the  pulling  down 
of  kings?  I warrant,  now,  you  thought  you  were  doing  a 
grand  thing,  and  so  you  must  needs  go  walking  with  those 
pretty  fools  the  Maids  of  Taunton!  Well,  *tis  past  praying 
for.  George  Penne  is  such  a villain  that  keel-hauling  is  too 
good  for  him.  Flogged  through  the  fleet  at  Spithead  he 
should  be.  Madame,  I am  not  one  who  favors  rebels;  yet  you 
can  not  sleep  and  mess  with  the  scum  down  yonder.  *Twould 
be  worse  than  inhuman— their  talk  and  their  manners  would 
kill  you.  There  is  a cabin  aft  which  you  can  have.  The  furni- 
ture is  mean,  but  it  will  be  your  own  while  you  are  aboard. 
You  shall  mess  at  my  table  if  you  will  so  honor  me.  You 
shall  have  the  liberty  of  the  quarter-deck.  I will  also  find  for 
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you,  if  I can,  among  the  women  aboard,  one  somewhat  less 
villainous  than  the  rest,  who  shall  be  your  grumeta,  as  the 
Spaniards  say — your  servant,  that  is — to  keep  your  cabin  clean 
and  do  your  bidding.  When  we  make  Barbadoes  there  is  no 
help  for  it,  but  you  must  go  ashore  with  the  rest  and  take  your 
chance.” 

This  was  truly  generous  of  the  captain,  and  I thanked  him 
with  all  my  heart.  He  proved  as  good  as  his  word,  for  though 
he  was  a hard  man,  who  duly  maintained  discipline,  flogging 
his  prisoners  with  rigor,  he  treated  me  during  the  whole  voy- 
age with  kindness  and  pity,  never  forgetting  daily  to  curse  the 
name  of  George  Penne  and  drink  to  his  confusion. 

The  voyage  lasted  six  weeks.  At  first  we  had  rough  weather 
with  heavy  seas  and  rolling  waves.  Happily  I was  not  made 
sick  by  the  motion  of  the  ship,  and  could  always  stand  upon 
the  deck  and  look  at  the  waves  (a  spectacle,  to  my  mind,  the 
grandest  in  the  whole  world).  But,  I fear,  there  was  much 
suffering  among  the  poor  wretches  — my  fellow-prisoners. 
They  were  huddled  and  crowded  together  below  the  deck;  they 
were  all  seasick;  there  was  no  doctor  to  relieve  their  suffer- 
ings, nor  were  there  any  medicines  for  those  who  were  ill. 
Fever  presently  broke  out  among  them,  so  that  we  buried  nine 
in  the  first  fortnight  of  our  voyage.  After  this,  the  weather 
growing  warm  and  the  sea  moderating,  the  sick  mended  rapid- 
ly, and  soon  all  were  well  again. 

I used  to  stand  upon  the  quarter-deck  and  look  at  them 
gathered  in  the  waist  below.  Never  had  I seen  such  a com- 
pany. They  came,  I heard,  principally  from  London,  which 
is  the  rendezvous  or  head-quarters  of  all  the  rogues  in  the  coun- 
try. They  were  all  in  rags — had  any  one  among  them  possessed 
a decent  coat  it  would  have  been  snatched  from  his  back  the 
very  first  day;  they  were  dirty  from  the  beginning;  many  of 
them  had  cuts  and  wounds  on  their  heads  gotten  in  their  fights 
and  quarrels,  and  these  were  bound  about  with  old  clouts; 
their  faces  were  not  fresh-colored  and  rosy, like  the 'faces  of 
our  honest  country  lads,  but  pale,  and  sometimes  covered  with 
red  blotches,  caused  by  their  evil  lives  and  their  hard  drink- 
ing; on  their  foreheads  was  clearly  set  the  seal  of  Satan.  Never 
did  I behold  wickedness  so  manifestly  stamped  upon  the  hu- 
man countenance.  They  were  like  monkeys  for  their  knavish 
and  thievish  tricks.  They  stole  everything  that  they  could  lay 
hand  upon;  pieces  of  rope,  the  sailors’  knives  when  they  could 
get  them,  even  the  marline-spikes  if  they  were  left  about.  When 
they  were  caught  and  flogged  they  would  make  the  ship  terri- 
ble with  their  shrieks,  being  cowards  as  prodigious  as  they 
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were  thieves.  They  lay  about  all  day  ragged  and  dirty  on 
deck,  in  the  place  assigned  to  them,  stupidly  sleeping,  or  else 
silent  and  dumpish,  except  for  some,  of  the  young  fellows  who 
gambled  with  cards — I know  not  for  what  stakes — and  quar- 
reled over  the  game  and  fought.  It  was  an  amusement  among 
the  sailors  to  make  these  lads  fight  on  the  forecastle,  promis- 
ing a pannikin  of  rum  to  the  victor.  For  this  miserable  prize 
they  would  fight  with  the  greatest  fury  and  desperation,  even 
biting  one  another  in  their  rage,  while  the  sailors  clapped  their 
hands  and  encouraged  them.  Pity  it  is  that  the  common  sort 
do  still  delight  themselves  with  sport  so  brutal.  On  shore 
these  fellows  would  be  rejoicing  in  cock-fights  aiid  bull-bait- 
ings; on  board  they  baited  the  prisoners. 

There  were  among  the  prisoners  twenty  or  thirty  women, 
the  sweepings  of  the  Bristol  streets.  They,  too,  would  fight  as 
readily  as  the  men,  until  the  captain  forbade  it  under  penalty 
of  a flogging.  These  women  were  to  the  full  as  wicked  as  the 
men;  nay,  their  language  was  worse,  insomuch  that  the  very 
sailors' would  stand'aghast  to  hear  the  blasphemies  they  uttered, 
and  would  even  remonstrate  with  them,  saying,  “ Nan,”  or 
“ Poll  ” — they  were  all  Polls  and  Nans — ■“  ’tis  enough  to  cause 
the  ship  to  be  struck  with  lightning!  Give  over,  now!  Wilt 
sink  the  ship’s  company  with  your  foul  tongue?”  But  the 
promise  of  a flogging  kept  them  from  fighting.  Men,  I think, 
will  brave  anything  for  a moment’s  gratification;  but  not  even 
the  most  hardened  woman  will  willingly  risk  the  pain  of  the 
whip. 

The  captain  told  me  that  of  these  convicts,  of  whom  every 
year  whole  ship-loads  are  taken  to  Virginia,,  to  Jamaica,  and 
to  Barbadoes,  not  one  in  a hundred  ever  returns.  “ For,”  he 
said,  “ the  work  exacted  from  them  is  so  severe,  with  so  much 
exposure  to  a burning  sun,  and  the  fare  is  so  hard,  that  they 
fall  into  fevers  and  calentures.  And  besides  the  dangers  from 
the  heat  and  the  bad  food,  there  is  a drink  called  rum  or 
arrack,  which  is  distilled  from  the  juice  of  the  sugar-cane,  and 
another  drink  called  c mobbie/  distilled  from  potatoes,  which 
inflames  their  blood  and  causes  many  to  die.  before  their  time. 
Moreover,  the  laws  are  harsh,  and  there  is  too  much  flogging 
and  branding  and  hanging.  So  that  some  fall  into  despair, 
and  in  that  condition  of  mind  die  under  the  first  illness  which 
seizes  on  them.” 

“ Captain,”  I said,  “ you  forget  that  I am  also  to  become 
one  of  these  poor  wretches.  ” 

The  captain  swore  lustily  that  on  his  return  he  would  seek 
out  the  villain  Penne  and  break  his  neck  for  him.  Then  he 
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assured  me  that  the  difference  between  myself  and  the  com- 
mon herd  would  be  immediately  recognized;  that  a rebel  is  not 
a thief,  and  must  not  be  so  treated;  and  that  I had  nothing  to 
fear — nay,  that  he  himself  would  say  what  he  could  in  my 
favor.  But  he  entreated  me  with  the  utmost  vehemence  to 
send  home  an  account  of  where  I was  and  what  I was  endur- 
ing to  such  of  my  friends  as  might  have  either  money  to  relieve 
me  from  servitude  or  interest  to  procure  a pardon.  Alas!  I 
had  no  friends.  Mr.  Boscorel,  I knew  full  well,  would  move 
heaven  and  earth  to  help  me;  but  he  could  not  do  that  with- 
out his  son  finding  out  where  I was,  and  this  thought  so  moved 
me  that  I implored  the  captain  to  tell  no  one  who  I was  or 
what  was  my  history;  and  for  greater  persuasion,  I revealed  to 
him  those  parts  of  my  history  which  I had  hitherto  concealed, 
namely,  my  marriage,  and  the  reason  of  that  rash  step  and  my 
flight. 

“ Madame,^  he  said,  “ I would  that  I had  the  power  of 
avenging  these  .foul  wrongs.  For  them,  I swear,  I would 
kidnap  both  Mr.  George  Penne  and  Mr.  Benjamin  Boscorel; 
and,  look  you,  I would  make  them  mess’  with  the  scum  and 
the  sweepings  whom  we  carry  forward;  and  I would  sell  them 
to  the  most  inhuman  of  the  planters,  by  whom  they  would  be 
daily  beaten  and  cuffed  and  flogged,  or,  better  still,  would 
cause  them  to  be  sold  at  Havana  to  the  Spaniards,  where  they 
would  be  employed,  as  are  the  English  prisoners  commonly  by 
that  cruel  people,  namely,  in  fetching  water  under  negro  over- 
seers. I leave  you  to  imagine  how  long  they  would  live,  and 
what  terrible  treatment  they  would  receive. 

So  it  w&s  certain  that  I was  going  to  a place  where  I must 
look  for  very  little  mercy,  unless  I could  buy  it,  and  where  the 
white  servant  was  regarded  as  worth  so  many  years  of  work; 
not  so  much  as  a negro,  because  he  doth  sooner  sink  under  the 
hardships  of  his  lot;  while  the  negro  continues,  frolic  and 
lusty,  and  marries  and  has  children,  even  though  he  has  to  toil 
all  day  in  the  sun,  and  is  flogged  continually  to  make  him 
work  with  the  greater  heart. 

Among  the  women  on  board  was  a young  woman,  not  more 
than  eighteen  or  thereabouts,  who  was  called  Deb.  She  had 
no  other  name.  Her  birthplace  she  knew  not;  but  she  had 
run  about  the  country  with  some  tinkers,  whose  language  she 
said  is  called  “ Shelta  ” by  those  people.  This  she  could  still 
talk.  They  sold  her  in  Bristol;  after  which  her  history  is  one 
which,  I learn,  is  common  in  towns.  When  the  captain  bade 
her  come  to  the  cabin,  and  ordered  her  to  obey  me  in  whatso- 
ever I commanded,  she  looked  stupidly  at  him,  shrinking  from 
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him  if  he  moved,  as  if  she  was  accustomed  (which  was  indeed 
the  case)  to  be  beaten  at  every  word.  I made  her  first  clean 
herself  and  wash  her  clothes.  This  done,  she  slept  in  my 
cabin,  and,  as  the  captain  promised,  became  my  servant.  At 
first  she  was  not  only  afraid  of  ill  treatment,  but  she  would 
willfully  lie;  she  purloined  things  and  hid  them;  she  told  me 
so  many  tales  of  her  past  life,  all  of.  them  different,  that  I 
could  believe  none.  Yet  when  she  presently  found  out  that  I 
was  not  going  to  beat  her,  and  that  the  captain  did  never  offer 
to  cuff  or  kick  her  (which  the  poor  wretch  expected),  she  left 
off  telling  falsehoods,  and  became  as  handy,  obliging,  and 
useful  a creature  as  one  could  desire.  She  was  a . great,  strap- 
ping girl,  black-eyed  and  with  black  hair,  as  strong  as  any 
man,  and  a good-looking  creature  as  well,  to  those  who  like 
great  women. 

This  Deb,  when,  I say,  she  ceased  to  be  afraid  of  me,  began 
to  tell  me  her  true  history,  which  was,  I suppose,  only  re- 
markable because  she  seemed  not  to  know  that  it  was  shame- 
ful and  wicked.  She  lived,  as  the  people  among  whom  she 
had  been  brought  up  lived,  without  the  least  sense  or  knowl- 
edge of  God;  indeed,  no  heathen  savage  could  be  more  with- 
out religion  than  the  tinkers  and  gypsies  on  the  road.  , They 
have  no  knowledge  at  all;  they  are  born;  they  live;  they  die; 
they  are  buried  in  a hedge-side,  and  are  forgotten.  It  was 
surprising  to  me  to  find  that  any  woman  could  grow  up  in  a 
Christian  country  so  ignorant  and  so  uncared-for.  In  the  end 
she  showed  every  mark^of  penitence,  and  fell  into  a godly  and 
pious  life. 

My  captain,  continued  in  the  same  kindness  toward  me 
throughout  the  voyage — suffering  me  to  mess  at  his  table, 
where  the  provisions  were-  plain  but  wholesome,  and  encourag- 
ing me  to  talk  to  him,  taking  pleasure  in  my  simple  conversa- 
tion. In  the  mornings,  when,  with  a fair  wind  and  full  sail, 
the  ship  plowed  through  the  water,  while  the  sun  was  hot  over- 
head, he  would  make  me  a seat  with  a pillow  in  the  shade,  and 
would  then  entreat  me  to  tell  him  about  the  rebellion  and  our 
flight  to  Black  Down.  Or  he  would  encourage  me  in  serious 
talk  (though  his  own  conversation  with  his  sailors  was  over- 
much garnished  with  profane  oaths),  listening  with  grave  face. 
And  sometimes  he  would  ask  me  questions  about  the  village 
of  Bradford  Orcas,  my  mother  and  her  wheel,  Sir  Christopher 
and  the  rector,  showing  a wonderful  interest  in  everything  that 
I told  him.  It  was  strange  to  see  how  this  man,  hard  as  he 
was  with  the  prisoners  (whom  it  was  necessary  to  terrify,  other- 
wise they  might  mutiny),  could  be  so  gentje  toward  me,  a 
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stranger,  and  a costly  one  too,  because  he  was  at  the  expense  • 
of  maintaining  me  for  the  whole  voyage,  and  the  whole  time 
being  of  good  manners,  never  rude  or  rough,  or' offering  the 
least  freedom  or  familiarity — a thing  which  a woman  in  my 
defenseless  position 'naturally  fears.  He  could  not  have  shown 
more  respect  unto  a queen. 

One  evening  at  sunset,  when  we  had  been  at  sea  six  weeks, 
he  came  to  me  as  I was  sitting  on  the  quarter-deck  and  pointed 
to  what  seemed  a cloud  in  the  west.  “ ’Tis  the  island  of 
Barbadoes, ” he  said.  “To-morrow,  if  this  wind  keeps  fair, 
we  shall  make  the  port  of  St.  Michael’s,  which  some  call  the 
Bridge,  and  then,  madame,  alas!”— he  fetched  a deep  sigh — 
“ I must  put  you  ashore,  and  part  with  the  sweetest  companion 
that  ever  sailed  across  the  ocean.  ” 

He  said  no  more,  but  left  me  as  if  he  had  other  things  to 
say,  but  stifled  them.  Presently  the  sun  went  down,  and  dark- 
ness fell  upon  the  waters;  the  wind  also  fell,  and  the  sea  was 
smooth,  so  that  there  was  a great  silence.  “ To-morrow,”  I 
thought,  “ we  shall  reach  the  port,  and  I shall  be  landed  with 
these  wretches,  and  sent,  perhaps,  to  toil  in  the  fields.”  But 
yet  my  soul  was  upheld  by  the  vision  which  had  beep  granted 
to  me  upon  the  Black  Down  Hills,  and  I feared  nothing.  This 
I can  say  without  boasting,  because  I had  such  weighty  reasons 
for  the  faith  that  was  in  me. 

* The  captain  presently  came  back  to  me. 

“ Madame,”  he  said,  “ suffer  me  to  open  my  mind  to  you.” 

“ Sir,”  I told  him,  “ there  is  nothing  which  I could  refuse 
you,  saving  my  honor.  ” 

“ I must  confess,”  he  said,  “ I have  been  torn  in  twain  for 
love  of  you,  madame,  ever  since  you  did  me  the  honor  to  mess 
at  my  table.  Nay,  hear  me  out;  and  I have  been  minded  a 
thousand  times  to  assure  you,  first,  that  your  marriage  is  no 
marriage,  and  that  you  have  not  indeed  any  husband  at  all; 
next,  that  since  you  can  never  go  back  to  your  old  sweetheart, 
’tis  better  to  find  another  who  would  protect  and  cherish  you; 
and  thirdly,  that  I am  ready — ay,  and  longing! — now  to  be- 
come your  husband  and  protector,  and  to  love  you  with  all  my 
heart  and  soul.  ” 

“ Sir,”  I said,  “ I thank  you  for  telling  me  this,  which  in- 
deed I did  not  suspect.  But  I am  (alas!  as  you  know)  already 
married — even  though  my  marriage  be  no  true  one — and  can 
never  forget  the  love  which  I still  must  bear  to  my  old  sweet- 
heart. Wherefore  I may  not  listen  to  any  talk  of  love.” 

“If,”  he  replied,  “you  were  a woman  after  the  common 
pattern,  you  would  right  gladly  cast  aside  the  chains  of  this 
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marriage  ceremony.  But,  madame,  you  are  a saint;  therefore 
I refrained/*  He.  sighed.  “I  confess  that  I have  been 
dragged  as  by  chains  to  lay  myself  at  your  feet.  Well,  that 
must  not  be/*  He  sighed  again.  “ Yet  I would  save  you, 
madame,  from  the  dangers  of  this  place.  The  merchants  and 
planters  do,  for  the  most  part,  though  gentlemen  of  good  birth, 
lead  debauched  and  ungodly  lives,  and  I fear  that,  though  they 
may  spare  you  the  hardships  of  the  field,  they  may  offer  you 
other  and  worse  indignities.** 

I answered  in  the  words  of  David:  “ The  Lord  hath  de- 
livered me  out  of  the  paw-  of  the  lion,  and  out  of  the  paw  of 
the  bear:  He  will  deliver  me  out  of  the  hand  of  the  Philis- 
tines. ** 

“ Nay;  but  there  is  a way;  you  need  not  land  at  all.  It  is 
but  a scratch  of  the  pen,  and  I will  enter  your  name  among 
those  who  died  upon  the  voyage.  There  will  be  no  more  in- 
quiry, any  more  than  after  the  other  names,  and  then  I can 
carry  you  back  with  me  to  the  port  of  London,  whither  I am 
bound  after  taking  in  my  cargo.  ** 

For  a . space  I was  sorely  tempted.  Then  I reflected.  It 
would  be,  I remembered,  by  consenting  to  the  captain*s  treach- 
ery toward  his  employers,  nothing  less,  that  I could^escape  this 
lot. 

“ No,  sir/*  I said;  “ I thank  you  from  my  heart  for  all  your 
kindness  and  for.  your  forbearance;  , but  we  may  not  consent 
together  unto  this  sin.  Again,  I thank  you;  but  I must  suffer 
what  is  laid  upon  me.** 

He  knelt  at  my  feet  and  kissed  my  hands,  saying  nothing 
more;  and  presently  I went  to  my  cabin,  and  so  ended  my 
first  voyage  across  the  great  Atlantic  Ocean.  In  the  morning, 
when  I awoke,  we  were  beating  off  Carlisle  Bay,  and  I felt  like 
unto  one  of  those  Christian  martyrs  of  whom  I have  read, 
whom  they  were  about  to  lead  forth  and  cast  unto  the  lions. 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 

THE  WH  ITE  SLAVE. 

When  we  dropped  anchor  in  the  port  or  road  of  Carlisle 
Bay  we  were  boarded  by  a number  of  gentlemen,  who  welcomed 
the  captain,  asked  him  the  news,  and  drank  with  him.  I 
meantime  kept  in  my  cabin,  knowing  that  I must  shortly  come 
forth;  and  presently  I heard  the  boatswain*s  pipe,  and  the 
order  to  all  the  prisoners  to  come  on  deck.  Then  one  knocked 
softly  at  my  door.  It  was  the  captain. 
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“ Madame,”  he  said,,  with  a troubled  voice,  “it  is  not  too 
late.  Suffer  me,  I pray  you,  to  enter  your  name  as  one  of 
those  who  died  on  the  voyage.  It  is  no  great  deception;  the 
villain  Penne  will  alone  be  hurt  by  it;  and  I swear  to  take  you 
home,  and  to  place  you  until  better  times  with  honest  and  God- 
fearing people  in  London. ** 

“ Oh,  sir!'*  I replied,  “ tempt  me  not,  I pray  you.  Let  me 
go  forth  and  take  my  place  among  the  rest.'* 

He  entreated  me  again,  but  finding  that  he  could  not  pre- 
vail, he  suffered  me  to  come  out.  Yet  such  was  his  kindness 
to  the  last  that  he  would  not  place  me  with  the  rest,  but  caused 
his  men  to  give  me  a chair  on  the  quarter-deck.  Then  I saw 
that  we  were  all  to  be  sold.  The  prisoners  were  drawn  up 
standing  in  lines,  one  behind  the  other,  the  men  on  one  side 
and  the  women  on  the  other.  The  hardships  of  the  voyage 
had  brought  them  so  low  that,  what  with  their  rags  and  dirt, 
and  their  dull  scowls  and  savage  faces,  and  their  thin,  pale 
cheeks,  they  presented  a forbidding  appearance  indeed. 

Three  or  four  gentlemen  (they  were,  I found,  planters  of 
the  island)  were  examining  them,  ordering  them  to  lift  up 
their  arms,  stretch  out  their  legs,  open  their  mouths,  and  in 
short  treating  them  like  so  many  cattle;  at  which  the  women 
laughed  with  ribald  words,  but  the  men  looked  as  if  they  would 
willingly,  if  they  dared,  take  revenge. 

“ Faugh!'*  cried  one  of  the  planters.  “Here  is  a goodly 
collection  indeed!  The  island  is  like  to  become  the  dust  heap 
of  Great  Britain,  where  all  the  rubbish  may  be  shot.  Cap- 
tain, how  long  before  these  bags  of  bones  will  drop  to  pieces? 
Well,  sweet  ladies  and  fair  gentlemen  ** — he  made  a mock 
bow  to  the  prisoners — “ you  are  welcome.  After  the  voyage, 
a little  exercise  will  do  you  good.  You  will  find  the  air  of  the 
fields  wholesome;  and  the  gentlewomen,  I assure  you,  will  dis- 
cover that  the  drivers  and  overseers  will  oblige  any  who  want 
to  dance  with  a skipping-rope.  ** 

There  were  now  twenty  or  thirty  gentlemen,  all  of  them 
merchants  and  planters,  on  board,  and  a man  stepped  forward 
with  a book  and  pencil  in  hand,  who  was,  I perceived,  the 
salesman. 

“ Gentleman,**  he  said,  “ this  parcel  of  servants  **  (he  called 
them  a parcel,  as  if.  they  were  a bale  of  dry'  goods)  “ is  con- 
signed to  my  care  by  Mr.  George  Penne,  of  Bristol,  their 
owner.  They  are  partly  from  that  city  and  partly  from  Lon- 
don, though  shipped  at  the  port  of  Bristol.  A tedious  voyage, 
following  after  a long  imprisonment  in  Newgate  and  Bride- 
well, hath,  it  is  true,  somewhat  reduced  them.  But  there  are 
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among  them,  as  you  will  find  on  examination,  many  lusty  fel- 
lows and  stout  wenches,  and  I doubt  not  that  what  you  buy 
to-day  will  hereafter  prove  good  bargains.  They  are  to  be 
sold  without  reserve,  and  to  the  highest  bidder.  Robert  Bull ” 
— he  read  the  first  name  on  the  list — “ Robert  Bull,  shop- 
lifter. Stand  forth,  Robert  Bull.” 

There  arose  from  the  deck  where  he  had  been  lying  a poor 
wretch  who  looked  as  if  he  could  hardly  stand,  wasted  with 
fever  and  privation.,  his  eyes  hollow  (yet  they  looked  full  of 
, wicked,  cunning).  The  planters  shook  their  heads. 

“ Come,  gentlemen,”  said  the.  salesman,  “we  must  not 
judge  by  appearances.  He  is  at  present,  no  doubt,  weak,  but 
not  so  weak  as  he  Jooks.  I warrant  a smart  cut  or  two  of  the 
whip  would  show  another  man.  Who  bids  for  Robert  Bull?” 

He  was  sold  after  a little  parley  for  the  sum  of  five  pounds. 
Then  the  speaker  called  another,  naming  his  offense  as  a quali- 
fication. No  pillory  could  be  more  shameful.  Yet  the  men 
looked  dogged,  and  the  women  laughed. 

The  sale  lasted  for  three  or  four  hours,  the  prisoners  being 
knocked  down,  as  they  say,  for  various  sums,  the  greatest  price 
being  given  for  those  women  who  were  young  and  strong. 
The  reason,  I have  been  told,  is  that  the  women  make  better 
servants,  endure  the  heat  more  patiently,  do  not  commonly 
drink  the  strong  spirit  which  destroys  the  men,  and  though 
they  are  not  so  strong,  do  more  work. 

Last  of  all,  the  man  called  my  name.  “ Grace  Eykin, 
rebel.  Stand  forth,  Grace  Eykin.” 

“ Do  not  go  down  among  them,”  said  the  captain.  “ Let 
them  see  at  once  that  yours  is  no  common  case.  Stand  here.” 

He  led  me  to  the  top  of  the  ladder  or  steps  which  they  call 
the  companion,  leading  fror$  the  waist  to  the  quarter-deck. 

“ Madame,”  he  said,  “ it  will  be  best  to  throw  back  your 
hood.” 

This  I did,  and  so  stood  before  them  all  bareheaded. 

Oh!  ye  who  are  women  of  gentle  nurture,  think  of  such  a 
thing  as  this:  to  stand  exposed  to  the  curious  gaze  of  rough  and 
ribald  men;  to  be  bought  and  sold  like  a horse  or  an  ox  at  the 
fair!  At  first  my  eyes  swam,  and  I saw  nothing,  and  should 
have  fallen,  but  the  captain  placed  his  hand  upon  my  arm, 
and  so  I was  steadied.  Then  my  sight  cleared,  and  I could 
look  down  upon  the  faces  of  the  men  below.  There  was  no 
place  whither  I could  fly  and  hide.  It  would  be  more  shame- 
ful still  (because  it  might  make  them  laugh)  to  burst  into 
tears.  Why,  I thought — why  had  I not  accepted  the  captain's 
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offer,  and  suffered  my  name  to  be  entered  as  one  of  those  who 
had  died  on  the  voyage  and  been  buried  in  the  sea? 

Down  in  the  waist  the  gentlemen  gazed  and  gasped  in  aston- 
ishment. It  was  no  new  thing  for  the  planters  to  buy  political 
prisoners.  Oliver  Cromwell  sent  over  a ship-load  of  Irishmen 
first,  and  another  ship-load  of  those  engaged  in  the  rising  of 
Penruddock  and  Grove  (among  them  were  gentlemen,  divines, 
and  officers,  of  whom  a few  yet  survived  on  the  island). . But 
as  yet  no  gentlewoman  at  all  had  been  sent  out  for  political 
reasons.  Wherefore,  I suppose,  they  looked  so  amazed,  and 
gazed  first  at  me,  and  then  at  one  another,  and  then  gasped 
for  breath. 

“ Grace  Eykin,  gentlemen,”  said  the  salesman,  who  had  a 
tongue  which,  as  they  say,  ran  upon  wheels,  “ is  a young  gen- 
tlewoman, the  daughter,  I am  informed,  of  the  Eev.  Comfort 
Eykin,  Doctor  of  Divinity,  deceased,  formerly  Sector  of  Brad- 
ford Orcas,  in  the  County  of  Somerset,  and  some  time  Fellow 
of  his  college  at  Oxford,  a very  learned  divine.  She  hath  had 
the  misfortune  to  have  taken  part  in  the  Monmouth  Rebellion, 
and  was  one  of  those  Maids  of  Taunton  who  gave  the  duke  his 
Flags,  as  you  have  heard  by  the  latest  advices.  Therefore  she 
is  sent  abroad  for  a term  of  ten  years.  Gentlemen,  there  can 
be  no  doubt  that  her  relations  will  not  endure  that  this  young 
lady — as  beautiful  as  she  is  unfortunate,  and  as  tender  as  she 
is  beautiful — should  be  exposed  to  the  same  hard  treatment  as 
the  rogues  and  thieves  whom  you  have  just  had  put  up  for  sale. 
They  will,  I am  privately  assured  ” — I heard  this  statement 
with  amazement — “ gladly  purchase  her  freedom,  after  which, 
unless  she  is  permitted  to  return,  the  society  of  our  Colony 
will  rejoice  in  the  residence  among  them  of  one  so  lovely  and 
so  accomplished.  Meantime  she  must  be  sold  like  the  rest.” 

“ Did  Monmouth  make  war  with  women  for  his  followers?” 
asked  a gentleman  of  graver  aspect  than  most.  “ 1,  for  one, 
will  have  no  part  or  share  in  such  traffic.  Are  English  gentle- 
women, because  their  friends  are  rebels,  to  be  sent  into  the 
fields  with  the  negroes?” 

“ Your  wife  would  be  jealous,”  said  another,  and  then  they 
all  laughed. 

I understood  not  until  afterward  that  the  buying  and  selling 
of  such  a person  as  I appeared  to  be  is  a kind  of  gambling. 
That  is  to  say,  the  buyer  hopes  to  get  his  profit,  not  by  any 
work  that  his  servant  should  do,  but  by  the  ransom  that  his 
friends  at  home  should  offer.  And  so  they  began  to  bid,  with 
jokes  rude  and  unseemly,  and  much  laughter,  while  I stood 
before  them  still  bareheaded. 
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“ Ten  pounds/*  one  began;  “Twelve/*  cried  another; 
“ Fifteen/*  said  a third;  and  so  on,  the  price  continually  ris- 
ing, and  the  salesman  with  honeyed  tongue  continually  declar- 
ing that  my  friends  (as  he  very  well  knew)  would  consent  to 
give  any  ransom — any — so  only  that  I was  Set  free  from  servi- 
tude: until,  for  sixty  pounds,  no  one  offering  a higher  price,  I 
was  sold  to  one  whose  appearance  I liked  the  least  of  any.  He 
was  a gross,  fat  man,  with  puffed  cheeks  and  short  neck,  who 
had  bought  already  about  twenty  of  the  servants. 

“ Be  easy/*  he  said,  to  one  who  asked  him  how  he  looked 
to  get  his  money  back.  “ It. is  not  for  twice  sixty  pounds  that 
I will  consent  to  let  her  go.  What  is  twice  sixty  pounds  for  a 
lovely  piece  like  this?** 

Then  the  captain,  who  had  stood  beside  me,  saying  nothing, 
interfered. 

“ Madame/*  he  said,  “ you  can  put  up  your  hood  again. 
And  harkee,  sir/*  he  spoke  to  the  planter,  “ remember  that 
this  is  a pious  and  virtuous  gentlewoman,  and  ** — here  he  swore 
around  oath — “if  I hear  when  I make  this  port  again  that 
you  have  offered  her  the  least  freedom,  you  shall  answer  to 
me  for  it.  Gentlemen  all,**  he  went  on,  “ I verily  believe  that 
you  will  shortly  have  the  greatest  windfall  that  hath  ever  hap- 
pened to  you,  compared  with  which  the  Salisbury  Rising  was 
but  a flea-bite.  For  the  trials  of  the  Monmouth  rebels  were 
already  begun  when  I left  the  port  of  Bristol;  and  though  the 
judges  are  sentencing  all  alike  to  death,  they  can  not  hang 
them  all — therefore  his  majesty*s  plantations,  and  Barbadoes 
in  particular,  will  not  only  have  whole  cargoes  of  stout  and 
able-bodied  servants,  compared  with  whom  these  poor  rogues 
are  like  so  many  worthless  weeds,  but  there  will  also  be  many 
gentlemen,  and  perhaps  gentlewomen — like  madame  here — 
whose  freedom  will  be  bought  of  you.  So  that  I earnestly  ad- 
vise and  entreat  you  not  to  treat  them  cruelly,  but  with  gen- 
tleness and  forbearance,  whereby  you  will  be  the  gainers  in  the 
end,  and  will  make  their  friends  the  readier  to  find  the  price 
of  ransom.  Moreover,  you  must  remember  that  though  gen- 
tlemen may  be  flogged  at  whipping-posts,  and  beat  over  the 
head  with  canes,  as  is  your  habit  with  servants  both  black  and 
white,  when  the  time  of  their  deliverance  arrives  they  will  be 
no  longer  slaves,  but  gentlemen  again,  and  able  once  more  to 
stand-  upon  the  point  of  honor  and  to  run  you  through  the 
body,  as  you  will  richly  deserve,  for  your  barbarity.  And  in 
the  same  way  any  gentlewomen  who  may  be  sent  here  have 
brothers  and  cousins  who  will  be  ready  to  perform  the  same 
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act  of  kindness  on  their  behalf.  Eemember  that  very  care- 
fully, gentlemen,  if  you  please.” 

The  captain  spoke  to  all  the  gentlemen  present,  but  in  the 
last  words  he  addressed  himself  particularly  unto  my  new  mas- 
ter. It  was  a warning  likely  to  be  very  serviceable,  the  plant- 
ers being  one  and  all  notoriously  addicted  to  beating  and  whip- 
ping their  servants.  And  I have  no  doubt  that  these  words 
did  a great  deal  toward  assuring  for  the  unfortunate  gentlemen 
who  presently  arrived  such  consideration  and.  good  treatment 
as  they  would  not  otherwise  have  received. 

The  Island  of  Barbadoes,  as  many  people  know,  is  one  of  the 
Caribbee  Islands.  It  is,  as  to  size,  a small  place,  not  more 
than  twenty  miles  in  length  by  fifteen  in  breadth,  but  in  popu- 
lation it  is  a very  considerable  place  indeed,  for  it  is  said  to 
have  as  many  people  in  it  as  the  City  of  Bristol.  It  is  com- 
pletely settled,  and  of  the  former  inhabitants  not  one  is  left. 
They  were  the  people  called  Indians  or  Caribs,  and  how  they 
perished  I know  not.  The  island  hath  four  ports,  of  which 
the  principal  is  that  of  St.  Michael,  or  the  Bridge,  or  Bridge- 
town, in  Carlisle  Bay.  The.  heat  by  day  is  very  great,  and 
there  is  no  winter,  but  summer  all  the  year  round.  There  js, 
however,  a cool  breeze  f rom  the  sea  which  moderates  the  heat.  * 
A great  number  of  vessels  call  here  every  year  (there  is  said  to 
be  One  every  . day,  but  this  I can  not  believe).  They  bring  to 
the  island  all  kinds  of  European  manufactures,  and  take  away 
with  them  cargoes  of  Muscovado  sugar,  cotton,  ginger,  and 
logwood.  The  island  hath  its  shores  covered  with  plantations, 
being  (the  people  say)  already  more  thickly  cultivated  than 
any  part  of  England,  with  fewer  waste  places,  commons,  and 
the  like.  The  fruits  which  grow  here  are  plentiful  and  deli- 
cious— such  as  the  pine-apple,  the  papaw,  the  guava,  the  bona- 
now,  and  the  like— but  they  are  not  for  the  servants  and  the 
slaves.  The  fertility  of  the  country  is  truly  astonishing;  and 
the  air,  though  full  of  moisture,  whereby  knives  and  tools  of 
all  kinds  quickly  rust  and  spoil,  is  considered  more  healthy 
than  that  of  any  other  West  Indian  island.  But  for  the  poor 
creatures  who  have  to  toil  in  the  hot  sun,  the  air  is  full  of 
fatigue  and  thirst:  it  is  laden  with  fevers,  calentures,  and  sun- 
strokes. Death  is  always  in  their  midst;  and  after  death, 
whatever  awaits  them,,  can  not,  I think,  be  much  worse  than 
their  condition  on  the  island. 

After  the  sale  was  finished  the  captain  badeTne  farewell, 
with  tears  in  his  eyes,  and  we  were  taken  into  boats  and  con- 
veyed ashore,  I,  for  my  part,  sitting  beside  my  purchaser,  who 
addressed  no  word  at  all  to  me.  I was,  however,  pleased  to 
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find  that  among  the  people  whom  he  had  bought  was  the  girl 
Deb,  who  had  been  my  maid  (if  a woman  who  is  a convict  may 
have  a rpaid  who  is  a sister  convict).  When  we  landed  we 
walked  from  the  quay  or  landing-place  to  a great  building  like 
a barn,  which  is  called  a barracoon,  in  which  are  lodged  the 
negro  slaves  and  servants  before  they  go  to  their  masters.  But 
at  this  time  it  was  empty.  Hither  came  presently  a certain 
important  person  in  a great  wig  and  a black  coat,  followed  by 
two  negro  beadles,  and  carrying  a long  cane  or  stick.  After 
commanding  silence,  this  officer  read  to  us  in  a loud  voice  those 
laws  of  the  Colony  which  concern  servants,  and  especially  those 
who,  like  ourselves,  are  transported  for  various  offenses.  I 
forget  what  these  laws  were;  but  they  seemed  to  be  of  a cruel 
and  vindictive  nature,  and  all  ended  with  flogging  and  exten- 
sion of  the  term  of  service.  I remember,  for  instance — be- 
cause the.  thought  of  escape  from  a place  in  the  middle  of  the 
ocean  seemed  to  me  mad — that,  bj  the  law,  if  any  one  should 
be  caught  endeavoring  to  run  away,  he  should  be  first  flogged 
and  then  made  to  serve  three  years  after  his  term  was  expired; 
and  that  no  ship  was  allowed  to  trade  with  the  island  or  to  put 
in  for  water,  unless  the  captain  had  given  security  with  two  in- 
habitants of  the  island,  in  the  sum  of  £2,000  sterling,  not  to 
carry  off  any  servant  without  the  owner’s  consent. 

When  these  laws  had  been  read  the  officer  proceeded,  fur- 
ther, to  inform  us  that  those  who  were  thus  sent  out  were  sent 
to  work  as  a punishment;  that  the  work  would  be  hard,  not 
light;  and  that  those  who  shirked  their  work,  or  were  negligent 
in  their  work,  would  be  reminded  of  their  duties  in  the  manner 
common  to  plantations;  that  if  they  tried  to  run  away  they 
would  most'  certainly  be  caught,  because  the  island  was  but 
small;  and  that  when  they  were  caught,  not  only  would  their 
term  of  years  be  increased,  but  they  would  most  certainly  re- 
ceive a dreadful  number  of  lashes.  He  added,  further,  that  as 
nothing  would  be  gained  by  malingering,  sulking,  or  laziness, 
so,  on  the  other  hand,  our  lot  might  by  lightened  by  cheerful- 
ness, honesty,  and  zeal.  .A  more  surly,  ill-conditioned  crew,  1 
think,  he  must  have  never  before  harangued.  They  listened, 
and  on  most  faces  I read  the  determination  to  do  no  more  work 
than  was  forced  from  them.  This  is,  I have  learned,  how 
the  plantation  servants  do  commonly  begin;  but  the  most  stub- 
born spirit  is  not  proof  against  the  lash  and  starvation.  There- 
fore, before  many  days,  they  are  as  active  and  as  zealous  as  can 
be  desired,  and  the  white  men,  even  in  the  fields,  will  do 
double  the  work  that  can  be  got  out  of  the  black. 

Then  this  officer  went  away,  followed  by  his  beadles,  who 
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cast  eyes  of  regret  upon  us,  as  if  longing  to  stay  and  exercise 
their  wands  of  office  upon  the  prisoners*  backs.  This  done,  we 
were  ordered  to  march  out.  My  masters  horse  was  waiting 
for  him,  led  by  a negro;  and  two  of  his  overseers,  also  mount- 
ed and  carrying  whips  in  their  hands,  waited  his  commands. 
He  spoke  with  them  a few  minutes,  and  then  rode  away. 

They  brought  along  a cart  with  a kind  of  tilt  to  it,  drawn 
by  two  asses  (here  they  call  them  assenegoes),  and  invited  me 
courteously  to  get  into  it.  It  was  loaded  with  cases  and  boxes, 
and  a negro  walked  beside  the  beasts.  Then  we  set  out  upon 
our  march.  First  walked  the  twenty  servants  — men  and 
women — newly  bought  by  the  master;  after  them  or  at  their 
side  rode  the  overseers,  roughly  calling  on  the  laggards  to 
quicken  their  pace,  and  cracking  their  whips  horribly.  Then 
came  the  cart  in  which  I sat.  The  sun  "was  high  in  the 
heavens,  for  it  was  not  more  than  three  of  the  clock}  the  road 
was  white  and  covered  with  dust;  and  the  distance  was  about 
six  or  seven  miles,  and  we  went  slowly,  so  that  it  was  already 
nigh  unto  sunset  when  we  arrived  at  the  masters  estate. 

Thus  was  I,  a gentlewoman  born,  sold  in  the  Island  of  Bar- 
bad  oes  for  a slave.  Sixty  pounds  the  price  I fetched.  Oh! 
even  now,  when  it  is  all  passed  long  since,  I remember  still 
with  shame  how  I stood  upon  the  quarter-deck,  my  hood 
thrown  back,  while  all  those  men  gazed  upon  me,  and  passed 
their  ribald  jests,  and  cried  out  the  money  they  would  give 
forme! 


CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

THE  FIRST  DAY  OF  SERVITUDE. 

Thus  began  my  captivity.  Thus  1 began  to  sit  beside  the 
waters  of  Babylon,  more  wretched  than  the  daughters  of  Zion, 
because  they  wept  together,  while  I wept  alone.  I looked  for 
no  release  or  escape  until  the  Lord  should  mercifully  please  to 
call  me  away  by  opening  the  Gate  of  Death.  For  even  if  I 
were  released — if  by  living  out  the  ten  years  of  servitude  I 
could  claim  my  freedom,  of  what  use  would  it  be  to  me? 
Whither  could  I fly?  where  hide  myself?  Yet  you  shall  hear, 
if  you  will  read,  how  a way,  terrible  at  first  and  full  of  peril, 
was  unexpectedly  opened,  and  in  what  strange  manner  was 
wrought  my  deliverance. 

We  arrived  at  our  new  master *s  estate — which  was,  as  I 
have  said,  about  seven  miles  from  the  port — toward  sundown. 
We  were  marched  (rather,  driven)  to  a kind  of  village,  consist- 
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mg  of  a double  row  of  huts  or  cottages,  forming  a broad  street, 
in  the  middle  of  which  there  were  planted  a large  number  of 
the  fruit  trees  named  here  bonanows  (they  are  a kind  of  plan- 
tain). The  green  fruit  was  hanging  in  clusters,  as  yet  unripe; 
but  the  leaves,  which  are  also  the  branches,  being  for  the  most 
part  blown  into  long  shreds  or  rags  by  the  wind,  had  an  un- 
tidy appearance.  The  cottages  looked  more  like  pig-sties  for 
size  and  shape;  they  were  built  of  sticks,  withes,  and  plantain 
leaves  both  for  sides  and  for  roof.  Chimneys  had  they  none, 
nor  windows;  some  of  them  had  no  door,  but  an  opening 
only.  Thus  are  housed  the  servants  and  slaves  of  a planta- 
tion. The  furniture  within  is  such  as  the  occupants  contrive. 
Sometimes  there  is  a hammock  or  a pallet  with  grass  mats  and 
rugs;  there  are  some  simple  platters  and  basins.  In  each  hut 
there  are  two,  three,  or  four  occupants. 

Here  let  me  in  brief  make  an  end  of  describing  the  buildings 
on  this  estate,  which  were,  I suppose,  like  those  of  every  other. 
If  you  were  to  draw  a great  square,  in  which  to  lay  down  or 
figure  th'e  buildings,  you  would  have  in  one  corner  the  street 
or  village  of  the  people  ; next  to  the  village  lies  the  great  pond 
which  serves  for  drinking-water  as  well  as  for  washing.  The 
negroes  are  fond  of  swimming  and  bathing  in  it,  and  they  say 
that  the  water  is  not  fouled  thereby,  which  I could  not  under- 
stand. In  the  opposite  corner  you  must  place  the  “ ingenio,” 
or  house  where  the  sugar-canes  are  brought  to  be  crushed  and 
ground,  and  the  sugar  is  made.  There  are  all  kinds  of  ma- 
chines, with  great  wheels,  small  wheels,  cogs,  gutters  for  run- 
ning the  juice,  and  contrivances  which  I can  not  remember. 
Some  of  the  ingenios  are  worked  by  a windmill,  others  by 
horses  and  assenegoes.  There  is  in  every  one  a still  where  they 
make  that  fiery  spirit  which  they  call  “ kill-devil.”  Near  the 
ingenio  are  the  stables,  where  there  are  horses,  oxen,  assene- 
goes, and  the  curious  beast  spoken  of  in  Holy  Writ  called  the 
camel.  It  hath  been  brought  here  from  Africa,  and  is  much 
used  for  carrying  the  sugar.  The  open  space  around  the  in- 
genio is  generally  covered  and  strewed  with  trash,  which  is 
the  crushed  stalk  of  the  cane.  It  always  gives  forth  a sour 
smell. (as  if  fermenting),  which  I can  not  think  to  be  whole- 
some. In  the  fourth  corner  is  the  planter’s  house.  Consider- 
ing that  these  people  sometimes  grow  so  rich  that  they  come 
home  and  buy  great  estates,  it  is  wonderful  that  they  should 
consent  to  live  in  houses  so  mean  and  paltry.  They  are  of 
wood,  with  roofs  so  low  that  one  can' hardly  stand  upright  in 
them;  and  the  people  are  so  afraid  of  the  cool  wind  which 
blows  from  the  east  that  they  have  neither  doors  nor  windows 
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on  that  side,  but  will  have  them  all  toward  the  west,  whence 
cometh  the  chief  heat  of  the  sun,  namely,  the  afternoon  heat. 
Their  furniture  is  rude,  and  they  have  neither  tapestry,  nor 
wainscoted  walls,  nor  any  kind  of  ornament.  Yet  they  live 
always  in  the  greatest  luxury,  eating  and  drinking  of  the  best. 
Some  of  the  houses — my  master's  among  /them — have  an  open 
veranda  (as  they  call  it;  in  Somersetshire  we  should  call  it  a 
linney)  running  round  three  sides  of  the  house,  with  coarse 
canvas  curtains  which  can  be  let  down  so  as  to  keep  out  the 
sun,  or  drawn  up  to  admit  the  air.  But  their  way  of  living — 
though  they  eat  and  drink  of  the  best — is  rude,  even  compared 
with  that  of  our  farmers  at  home;  and  a thriving  tradesman, 
say  of  Taunton,  would  scorn  to  live  in  such  a house  as  content- 
eth  a wealthy  planter  of  Barbadoes.  * Behind  the  house  was  a 
spacious  garden,  in  which  grew  all  kinds  of  fruits  and  vegeta- 
bles, and  all  round  the  buildings  on  every  side  stretched  the 
broad  fields  of  sugar-canes,  which,  when  they  are  in  their 
flower  or  blossom  of  gray  and  silver,  wave  in  the  wind  more 
beautifully  than  even  a field  of  barley  in  England. 

On  the  approach  of  our  party  and  the  voices  of  the  overseers, 
a gentlewoman  (so,  at  least,  she  seemed)  came  out  of  the  house 
and  stood  upon  the  veranda,  shading  her  eyes  and  looking  at 
the  gang  of  wretches.  She  was  dressed  splendidly  in  a silken 
gown  and  flowered  petticoat,  as  if  she  was  a very  great  lady 
indeed;  over  her  head  lay  a kerchief  of  rich  black  lace;  round 
her  neck  was  a gold  chain;  when  she  slowly  descended  the 
steps  of  the  veranda  and  walked  toward  us  1 observed  that  she 
was  of  a darker  skin  than  is  customary  to  find  at  home  (it  was, 
indeed,  somewhat  like  the  skin  of  the  gypsy  people);  her  feat- 
ures were  straight  and  regular;  her  hair  was  quite  black;  her 
eyes  were  also  black  and  large,. shaped  like  almonds.  On  her 
wrists  were  heavy  gold  bracelets,  and  her  fingers  were  loaded 
with  rings.  She  seemed  about  thirty  years  of  age.  She  was 
a woman  of  tall  and  fine  presence,  and  she  stood  and  moved 
as  if  she  was  a queen.  She  presently  came  forth  from  the 
veranda  and  walked  across  the  yard  toward  us. 

“ Let  me  look  at  them — your  new  batch,"  she  said,  speak- 
ing languidly,  and  with  an  accent  somewhat  foreign.  “ How 
many  are  there?  Where  do  they  come  from?  Who  is  this 
one,  for  instance?"  She  took  the  girl  named  Deb  by  the 
chin,  and  looked  at  her  as  if  she  were  some  animal  to  be  sold 
in  the  market.  “ A stout  wench  truly.  What  was  she  over 
there?" 

The  overseer  read  the  name  and  the  crimes  of  the  prisoner. 


FOR  FAITH  AND  FREEDOM. 


259  ' 


Madame  (this  was  the  only  name  by  which  I knew  her)  pushed 
her  away  disdainfully. 

“ Well,”  she  said,  “ she  will  find  companions  enough  here. 
I hope  she  will  work  without  the  whip.  Hark  ye,  girl,”  she 
added,  with,  I think,  kindly  intent,  “ it  goes  still  to  my  heart 
when  I hear  that  the  women  have  been  trounced;  but  the  work 
must  be  done.  Remember  that!  And  who  are  those— and 
those?”  She  pointed  with  contempt  to  the  poor  creatures 
covered  with  dirt  and  dust,  and  in  the  ragged,  miserable 
clothes  they  have  worn  all  the  voyage.  “ Street  sweepings; 
rogues  and  thieves  all:  Let  them  know,”  she  said,  grandly, 
“ what  awaits  those  who  skulk  and  those  who  thieve.  And 
whom  have  we  here?” — she  turned  to  me.  “ Is  this  some  fine 
city  madame  fresh  from  Bridewell?” 

66  This  prisoner,”  said  the  overseer,  “ is  described  as  a rebel 
in  the  late  Monmouth  Rising.” 

“A  rebel?  — truly?”  she  asked,  with  curiosity.  “Were 
Monmouth’s  soldiers  women?  We  heard  by  the  last  ship 
something  of  this.  Madame,  I know  not  why  you  must  needs 
become  a rebel;  but  this,  look  you,  is  no  place  for  gentlewomen 
to  sit  down  and  fold  their  arms.” 

“Madame,”  I replied,  “I  look  for  nothing  less  than  to 
work,  being  now  a convict  (though  I was  never  tried)  and  con- 
demned— I know  not  by  whom- — to  transportation  in  his  Maj- 
esty’s Plantations.  ” 

“ Let  me  look  at  your  hands,”  she  said,  sharply.  “ Why, 
of  what  use  are  these  little  fingers?  They  have  never  done 
any  work.  And  your  face — prithee  turn  back  your  hood.” 
I obeyed,  and  her  eyes  suddenly  softened.  Indeed  I looked 
not  for  this  sign  of  compassion,  and  my  own  tears  began  to 
flow.  “ ’Tis  a shame!”  she  cried.  “ ’Tis  a burning  shame 
to  send  so  young  a woman — and  a gentlewoman,  and  one  with 
such  a face — to  the  Plantations!  Have  they  no  bowels?  Child, 
who  put  thee  aboard  the  ship?” 

“I  was  brought  on  board  by  one  Mr.  Penne,  who  deceived 
me,  promising  that  I should  be  taken  to  New  England,  where 
I have  cousins.” 

“We  will  speak  of  this  presently.  Meantime  — since  we 
must  by  the  law  find  you  some  work  to  do — can  you  sew?” 

“Yes,  madame,  I can  perform  any  kind  of  needle-work, 
from  plain  sewing  to  embroidery.” 

“ What  mean  they,”  she  cried  again,  “ by  sending  a help- 
less girl  alone  with  such  a crew?  The  very  Spaniards  of 
whom  they  talked  so  much  would  blush  for  such  barbarity. 
Well,  they  would  send  her  to  a convent,  where  the  good  nuns 
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would  treat  her  kindly.  Madame,  or  miss,  thou  art  bought, 
and  the  master  may  not,  by  law,  release  you.  But  there  is  a 
way,  of  which  we  will  talk  presently.  Meanwhile  thou  canst  sit 
in  the  sewing-room,  where  we  may  find  thee  work.” 

I thanked  her.  She  would  have  said  more;  but  there  came, 
forth  from  the  house,  with  staggering  step,  the  man  who  had 
bought  us.  He  had  now  put  off  his  wig  and  his  scarlet  coat, 
and  wore  a white  dressing-gown  and  a linen  night-cap.  He 
had  in  his  hand  a whip,  which  he  cracked  as  he  walked. . 

“ Child,”  said  madame,  quickly,  .“  pull  down  your  hood. 
Hide  your  face.  He  hal^i  been  drinking,  and  at  such  times 
he  is  dangerous.  Let  him  never  set  eyes  upon  thee  save  when 
he  is  sober. 

He  came  rolling  and  staggering,  and  yet  not  so  drunk  but 
he  could  speak,  though  his  voice  was  thick. 

“Oho!”  he  cried.  “Here  are  the  new  servants.  Stand 
up,  every  man  and  woman.  Stand  up,  I say!”  Here  he 
cracked  his  whip,  and  they  obeyed*  trembling.  But  madame 
placed  herself  in  front  of  me.  “Let  me  look  at  ye.*'  He 
walked  along  the  line,  calling  the  unhappy  creatures  vile  and 
foul  names.  Oh,  shame!  thus  to  mock  their  misery!  •“  What!” 
he  cried.  “ You  think  you  have  come  to  a country  where 
there  is  nothing  to  do  but  to  lie  on  your  backs  and  eat  turtle 
and  .drink  mobbie?  What!  You  shall  find  out  your  mistake!” 
Here  he  cracked  his  whip  again.  “ You  shall  work  all  day' in 
the  field,  not  because  you  like  it,  but  because  you  must.  For 
your  food,  it  shall  be  ioblollie,  and  for  your  drink,  water  from 
the  pond.  What,  I say!  Those  who  skulk  shall  learn  that 
the  Newgate  ‘ cat , is  tender  compared  with  her  brother  of 
Barbadoes.  Tremble,  therefore*,  ye  devils  all— tremble!” 

They  trembled  visibly.  All  were  now  subdued.  Those  of 
them  who  swaggered — the  dare-devil,  reckless  blades — when 
first  we  sailed,  were  now  transformed  into  cowardly,  trembling 
wretches,  all  half  starved,  and  some  reduced  with  fevers,  with 
no  more  spirit  left  than  enabled  them  still  to  curse  and  swear. 
The  feeblest  of  mortals,  the  lowest  of  human  wretches,  has 
still  left  so  much  strength  and  will  that  he  can  sink  his  im- 
mortal soul  lower  still — a terrible  power,  truly! 

Then  madame  drew  me  aside  gently,  and  led  me  to  a place 
like  a barn,  where  many  women,  white  and  black,  sat  sewing, 
and  a great  quantity  of  little  black  babies  and  naked  children 
played  about  under  their  charge.  The  white  women  were  sad 
and  silent;  the  blacks,  I saw  with  surprise,  were  all  chattering 
and  laughing.  The  negro  is  happy,  if  he  have  enough  to  eat 
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and  drink,  whether  he  be  slave  or  free.  Madame  sat  down 
upon  a bench  and  caused  me  to  sit  beside  her. 

“ Tell  me,”  she  said,  kindly,  “ what  this  means.  When 
did  women  begin  to  rebel?  If  men  are  such  fools  as  to  go 
forth  and  fight,  let  them,  but  for  women — ” 

“ Indeed,”  I told  her,  “ I did  not  fight.” 

Then  nothing  would  do  but  I must  tell  her  all,  from  the  be- 
ginning— my  name,  my  family,  and  my  history.  But  I told 
her  nothing  about  my  marriage. 

“ So,”  she  said,  4 'you  have  lost  father,  mother,  brothers, 
lover,  and  friends  by  this  pretty  business.  And  all  because 
they  will  not  suffer  the  king  to  worship  in  his  own  way. 
Well,  ^tis  hard  for  you.  To  be  plain,  it  may  be  harder  than 
you  think  or  I can  help.  You  have  been  bought  for  sixty 
pounds,  and  that  not  for  any  profit  that  your  work  will  bring 
to  the  estate,  because  such  as  you  are  but  a loss  and  a burden; 
but  only  in  the  hope  that  your  friends  will  pay  a great  sum  for 
ransom.” 

“ Madame,  1 have  indeed  no  friends  left  who  can  do  this  for 
me.” 

“ If  so  it  is  indeed  unfortunate.  For  presently  the  master 
will  look  for  letters  on  your  behalf,  and  if  none  come,  I know 
not  what  he  may  threaten  or  what  he  may  do.  But  think — 
try  to  find  some  one.  Consider,  your  lot  here  must  be  hard  at 
best;  whereas,  if  you  are  released,  you  can  live  where  you 
please;  you  may  even  marry  whom  you  please,  because  beauti- 
ful young  gentlewomen  like  yourself  are  scarce  indeed  in  Bar- 
bad  oes.  *Tis  Christian  charity  to  set  you  free.  Remember, 
child,  that  money  will  do  here  what  I suppose  it  will  do  any- 
where— all  are  slaves  to  money.  You  have  six  months  before 
you  in  which  to  write  to  your  friends  and  to  receive  an  an- 
swer. If  in  that  time  nothing  comes,  I tell  thee  again,  child, 
that  I know  not  what  will  happen.  As  for  the  life  in  the 
fields,  it  \70uld  kill  thee  in. a week.” 

“ Perhaps,  if  the  Lord  so  wills,”  I replied,  helplessly,  “ that 
may  be  best.  Friends  have  I none  now,  nor  any  whom  I could 
ask  for  help,  save  the  Lord  alone.  I will  ask  for  work  in  the 
fields.” 

“ Perhaps  he  may  forget  thee,”  she  said — meaning  the  mas- 
ter. “ But  no;  a man  who  hath  once  seen  thy  face  will  never 
forget  thee.  My  dear,  he  told  me  when  he  came  home  that 
he  had  bought  a woman  whose  beauty  will  set  the  island  in 
flames.  Pray  Heaven  he  come  not  near  thee  when  he  is  in 
liquor.  Hide  that  face,  child,  hide  that  face.  LetTiim  never 
see  thee.  Oh,  there  are  dangers  worse  than  labor  in  the  fields 
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— worse  chan  wmp  of  overseer.  " She  sprung  to  her  feet  and 
clasped  her  hands.  “You  talk  of  the  Lord's  will.  What 
hath  the  Lord  to  do  with  this  place?  Here  is  nothing  but  de- 
bauchery and  drinking,  cruelty' and.  greed.  Why  have  they 
sent  here  a woman  who  prays?" 

Then  she  sat  down  again  and  took  my  hand. 

“ Tender  maid,"  she  said,  “ thy  face  is  exactly  such  as  the 
face  of  a certain  saint— 'tis  in  a picture  which  hangs  in  the 
chapel  of  the  convent  where  the  good  nuns  brought  me  up 
long  ago,  before  1 came  to  this  place— long  ago.  Yes,  I for- 
get the  name  of  the  saint:  thou  hast  her  face.  She  stood,  in 
the  picture,  surrounded  by  soldiers  who  had  red  hair,  and 
looked  like  devils — English  devils,  the  nuns  said.  Her  eyes 
were  raised  to  Heaven,  and  she  prayed.  But  what  was  done 
unto  her  I know  not,  because  there  was  no  other  picture.  Now 
she  sits  upon  a throne  in  the  presence  of  the  Mother  of  God." 

The  tears  stood  in  her  great  black  eyes — I take  it  that  she 
was  thinking  of  the  days  when  she  was  young. 

“ Well,  we  must  keep  thee  out  of  .his  way.  While  he  is 
sober,  he  listens  to  reason,  and  thinks  continually  upon  his 
estate  and  his  gains.  When  he  is  drunk,  no  one  can  hold 
him,  and  reason  is  lost  on  him. " 

She  presently  brought  me  a'  manchet  of  white  bread  and  a 
glass  of  Madeira  wine,  and  then  told  me  that  she  would  give 
me  the  best  cottage  that  the  estate  possessed,  and  for  my  bet- 
ter protection,  another  woman  to  share  it  with  me.  1 thanked 
her  again,  and  asked  that  I might  have  the  girl  called  Deb, 
which  she  readily  granted. 

And  so  my  first  day  of  servitude  ended  in  thus  happily  find- 
ing a protector.  As  for  the  cottage,  it  was  a poor  thing;  but 
it  had  a door,  and  a window  with  a shutter.  The  furniture 
was  a pallet  with  two  thick  rugs  and  nothing  more.  My  con- 
dition w&s  desperate  indeed;  but  yet,  had  I considered,  I had 
been  so  far  most  mercifully  protected.  . I was  shipped  as  a 
convict  (it  is  true)  by  a treacherous  villain,  but  on  the  ship  I 
found  a compassionate  captain,  who  saved  me  from  the  com- 
pany among  whom  I must  otherwise  have  dwelt.  I was  sold 
to  a drunken  and  greedy  planter;  but  I found  a compassionate 
woman  who  promised  to  do  what  she  could;  and  I had  for  my 
companion  the  woman  who  had  become  a most  faithful  maid 
to  me  upon  the  voyage,  and  who  still  continued  in  her  fidelity 
and  her  love.  And  greater  mercies  yet  were  in  store,  as  you 
shall  see. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVII. 

BY  THE  WATERS  OF  BABYLON-. 

Thus  delivered  from  the  slavery  of  the  fields,  I began  to 
work,  an  unprofitable  servant,  among  those  who  made  and 
mended  the  garments  of  the  servants  and  pegroes.  On  an  es- 
tate so  large  as  this  there  is  always  plenty  to  be  done  by  the 
seamstresses  and  needle-women.  Thus,  to  every  woman  is 
given  by  the  year  four  smocks,  two  petticoats  and  four  coifs, 
besides  shoes,  which  are  brought  from.  England  by  the  ships. 
Those  who  wait  in  the  house  have,  in  addition,  six  smocks  and 
three  waistcoats.  To  the  men  are  given  six  shirts;  and  to 
every  man  and  woman  a rug  or  gown  of  thick  stuff  to  cast 
about  them  when  they  come  home  hot,  so  that  they  may  not 
catch  cold — a thing  which  throws  many  into  a fever.  All 
these  things  have  to  be  made  and  mended  on  the  estate. 

As  for  the  children,  the  little  blacks,  they  run  about  with- 
out clothing,  their  black  skin  sufficing.  The  women  who  are 
engaged  upon  the  work  of  sewing  are  commonly  those. of  the 
white  servants  who  are  not  strong  enough  for  the  weeding  and 
hoeing  in  the  fields,  dr  are  old  and  past  hard  work.  Yet  the 
stuff  of  which  the  smocks  and  shirts  are  -made  is  so  coarse  that 
it  tore  the  skin  from  my  fingers,  which,  when  madame  saw, 
she  brought  me  fine  work — namely,  for  herself.  She  was  also 
so  good  as  to  provide  me  with  a change  of  clothes,  of  which  I 
stood  sadly  in  need,  and  excused  my  wearing  the  dress  of  the 
other  women.  I hope  that  I am  not  fond  of  fine  apparel, 
more  than  becomes  a modest  woman,  but  I confess  that  the 
thought  of  wearing  this  livery  of  servitude,  this  coarse  and 
common  dress  of  smock,  petticoat,  and  coif,  all  of  rough  and 
thick  stuff,  like  canvas,  with  a pair  of  shoes  and  no  stockings, 
filled  my  very  soul  with  dismay.  None  of  the  many  acts  of 
kindness  shown  me  by  madame  was  more  gratefully  received 
than  her  present  of  clothes — not  coarse  and  rough  to  the  skin, 
nor  ugly  and  common,  befitting  prisoners  and  criminals,  but 
soft  and  pleasant  to  wear,  and  fit  for  the  heat  of  the  climate. 
'Twas  no  great  hardship,  certainly,  to  rise  early  and  sit  all  day 
with  needle  and  thread  in  a great  room  well  aired.  The  com- 
pany, to  be  sure,  was  not  what  one  would  have  chosen;  nor 
was  the  language  of  the  poor  creatures  who  sat  with  me — 
prison  and  Bridewell  birds,  all  of  them — such  as  my  poor 
mother  would  have  desired  her  daughter  to  hear.  The  food 
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was  coarse;  but  1 was  often  at  the  house  (when  the  master  was 
away),  and  there  madame  would  constantly  give  me  something 
from  her  own  table,  a dish  of  chocolate  (rightly  called  the  In- 
dian nectar),  made  so  thick  and  strong  that  a spoon  stands  up- 
right in  it,  or  a glass  of  Madeira,  if  my  cheeks  looked  paler 
than  ordinary.  In  this  country  the  great  heat  of  the  air  seems 
to  suck  out  and  devour  the  moisture  of  the  body,  so  that  those 
of  European  birth,  if  they  are  not  nourished  on  generous  diet, 
presently  fall  into  a decline  or  wasting  away,  as  is  continually 
seen  in  the  case  of  white  servants,  both  men  and  women,  who 
die  early,  and  seldom  last  more  than  five  or  six  years. 

Briefly,  madame  seemed  to  take  great  pleasure  in  my  con- 
versation, and  would  either  seek  me  in  the  work-room  or 
would  have  me  to  the  house,  asking  questions  as  to  my  former 
life.  For  herself,  1 learned  that  she  was  born  in  Cuba,  and 
had  been  brought  up  by  nuns  in  a convent;  but  how  or  why 
she  came  to  this  place  I knew  not,  nor  did  I ask.  Other  gen- 
tlewomen of  the  island  I never  saw,  and  I think  there  were 
none  who  visited  her.  Nor  did  she  show  kindness  to  the 
women  servants  (except  to  myself),  treating  them  all,  as  is  the 
fashion  in  this  country,  as  if  they  were  so  many  black  negroes, 
not  condescending  to  more  than  a word  or  a command;  and  if 
this  were  disobeyed,  they  knew  very  well  what  to  expect  from 
her.  But  to  me  she  continued  throughout  to  be  kind  and  gra- 
cious, thinking  always  how  she  could  lighten  my  lot. 

In  this  employment,  therefore,  I continued  with  such  con- 
tent as  may  be  imagined,  which  was  rather  a forced  resigna- 
tion to  the  will  of  the  Lord  than  a cheerful  heart.  But  I 
confess  that  I looked  upon  the  lot  of  the  other  women  with  hor- 
ror, and  was  thankful  indeed  that  I was  spared  the  miseries  of 
those  who  go  forth  to  the  fields.  They  begin  at  six  in  the 
morning  and  work  until  eleven,  when  they  come  home  to  din- 
ner; at  one  o^clock  they  go  out  again  and  return  at  sunset, 
which,  in  that  country,  is  nearly  always  about  half  past  six. 
But  let  no  one  think  that  work  in  the  fields  at  Barbadoes  may 
be  compared  with  work  in  the  fields  at  home;  for  in  England 
there  are  cloudy  skies  and  cold  wintery  days  in  plenty,  but  in 
Barbadoes,  save  when  the  rain  falls  in  prodigious  quantities, 
the  skies  have  no  clouds,  but  are- clear  blue  all  the  year  round; 
the  sun  burns  with  a heat  intolerable,  so  that  the  eyes  are 
well-nigh  blinded,  the  head  aches,  the  limbs  fail,  and  but  for 
fear  of  the  lash  the  wretched  toiler  would  lie  down  in  the  near- 
est shade.  And  a terrible  thirst  (all  this  was  told  me  by  the 
girl  Deb)  seizes  the  throat,  all  day  long,  which  nothing  can 
assuage  but  rest.  For  the  least  skulking  the  whip  is  laid  on; 
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and  if  there  be  a word  of  impatience  or  murmuring,  it  is  called 
stark  mutiny,  for  which  the  miserable  convict,  man  or  woman, 
is  tied  up  and  flogged  with  a barbarity  which  would  be  incredi- 
ble to  any  were  it  not  for  the  memory  of  certain  flogging  in 
our  own  country.  Besides  the  lash  they  have  also  the  pillory 
and  the  stocks,  and  the  overseers  carry  in  addition  to  their 
whip  a heavy  cane,  with  which  they  constantly  belabor  the 
slaves,  both  white  and  black.  I say  “ slaves/*  because  the 
white  servants  are  nothing  less,  save  that  the  negroes  are  far 
better  off  and  receive  infinitely  better  treatment  than  the  poor 
white  creatures.  Indeed,  the  negro  being  the  absolute  prop- 
erty of  his  master,  both  he  and  his  children,  to  ill-treat  him  is 
like  the  wanton  destruction  of  cattle  on  a farm;  whereas  there 
is  no  reason  in  making  the  convicts  last  out  more  than  the  ten 
years  of  their  servitude,  or  even  so  long,  because  many  of  them 
are  such  poor  creatures  when  they  arrive,  and  so  reduced  by 
the  miseries  of  the  voyage,  and  so  exhausted  by  the  hard  labor 
to  which  they  are  put,  that  they  bring  no  profit  to  the  master, 
but  quickly  fall  ill  and  die  like  rotten  sheep.  Like  rotten 
sheep,  I say,  they  die,  without  a word  of  Christian  exhortation; 
and  like  brute  creatures  who  have  no  world  to  come  are  they 
buried  in  the  ground!  Again,  the  food  served  out  to  these 
poor  people  is  not  such  as  should  be  given  to  white  people  in  a 
hot  climate.  There  is  nothing  but  water  to  drink,  and  that 
drawn  from  ponds,  because  in  Barbadoes  there  are  few  springs 
or  rivers.  It  is  true  that  the  old  hands,  who  have  learned  how 
to  manage,  contrive  to  make  plantain  wine,  and  get,  by  hook 
or  by  crook,  mobbie  (which  is  a strong  drink  made  from  pota- 
toes), or  kill-devil,  which  is  the  new  spirit  distilled  from 
sugar.  Then,  for  solid  food,  the  servants  are  allowed  five 
pounds  of  salt  beef  for  each  person  every  week,  and  this  is  so 
hard  and  stringy  that  no  boiling  will  make  it  soft  enough  for 
the  teeth.  Sometimes,  instead  of  the  beef,  they  have  as  much 
salt  fish,  for  the  most  part  stinking;  with  this  a portion  of 
ground  Indian  corn,  wrhich  is  made  into  a kind  of  porridge 
and  called  loblollie.  This  is  the  staple  of  the  food,  and  there 
are  no  rustics  at  home  who  do  not  live  better  and  have  more 
nourishing  food. 

I do  not  deny  that  the  convicts  are  for  the  most  part  a most 
horrid  crew,  who  deserve  to  suffer  if  any  men  ever  did;  but  it 
was  sad  to  see  how  the  faces  of  the  people  were  pinched  with 
hunger  and  wasted  with  the  daily  fatigues,  and  how  their  hol- 
low eyes  were  full  of  despair.  Whatever  their  sins  may  have 
been,  they  were  at  least  made  in  God*s  own  image;  no  crimi- 
nal, however  wicked,  should  have  been  used  with  such  bar- 
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barity  as  was  wreaked  upon  the  people  of  this  estate.  The 
overseers  were  chosen  (being  themselves  also  convicts)  for  their 
hardness  of  heart.  Nay,  did  they  show  the  least  kindness  to- 
ward the  poor  creatures  whom  they  drove,  they  would  them- 
selves be  forced  to  lay  down  the  whip  of  office  and  to  join  the 
gang  of  those  who  toiled.  And  over  them  was  the  master, 
jealous  to  exact  the  last  ounce  of  strength  from  the  creatures 
whom  he  had  bought.  Did  the  good  people  of  Bristol  who 
buy  the  sugar  and  molasses  and  tobacco  of  the  Indies  know  or 
understand  the  tears  of  despair  and  the  sweat  of  agony  which 
are  forced  with  every  pound  of  sugar,  they  would  abhor  the 
trade  which  makes  them  rich. 

The  companion  of  my  sleeping-hut,  the  girl  Deb,  was  a 
great,  strapping  wench,  who  bade  fair  to  outlast  her  ten  years 
of  servitude,  even  under,  the  treatment  to  which,  with  the  rest, 
she  was  daily  subjected.  And  partly  because  she  was  strong 
and  active,  partly  because  she  had  a certain  kind  of  beauty 
(the  kind  which  belongs  to  the  rustic,  and  is  accompanied  by 
good-humor  and  laughter),  she  would  perhaps  have  done  well, 
as  some  of  the  women  do,  and  ended  by  marrying  an  overseer, 
but  for  events  which  presently  happened.  Yet,  strong  as  she 
was,  there  was  no  evening  when  she  did  not  return  worn  out 
with  fatigue,  her  cheeks  burning,  her  limbs  weary,  yet  happy 
because  she  had  one  more  day  escaped  the  lash,  and  had  the 
night  before  her  in  which  to  rest.  If  it  is  worth  noting,  the 
women  were  from  the  outset  the  most  willing  workers,  and 
the  most  eager  to  satisfy  their  task-masters;  the  men,  on  the 
other  hand,  went  sullen  and  downcast,  thinking  only  how  to 
escape  the  overseer’s  whip,  and  going  through  the  work  with 
angry  and  revengeful  eyes.  I think  that  some  great  mutiny 
might  have  happened  upon  this  estate — some  wild  revenge— so 
desperate  were  these  poor  creatures  and  so  horrible  were  the 
scourgings  they  endured,  and  the  shrieks  and  curses  which 
they  uttered.  Let  me  not  speak  of  these  things. 

There  are  other  things  which  make  residence  in  Barbadoes, 
even  to  the  wealthy,  full  of  annoyances  and  irritations.  The 
place  is  filled  with  cockroaches,  great  spiders,  horrid  scorpions, 
centipedes  and  lizards.  There  are  ants  which  swarm  every- 
where, and  there  are  clouds  of  flies,  and  at  night  there  are 
mosquitoes  and  merry  wings,  which  by  their  bites  have  been 
known  to  drive  new-comers  into  fever,  or  else  into  a kind  of 
madness. 

In  the  evenings  after  supper  there  reigned  a melancholy 
silence  in  the  village,  the  people  for  the  most  part  taking  rest 
with  weary  limbs.  Sometimes  there  would  be  a quarrel,  with 


FOR  FAITH  AND  FREEDOM. 


267 


horrid  oaths  and  curses,  and  perhaps  some  fighting;  but  these 
occasions  were  rare. 

From  the  house  there  came  often  the  noise  of  singing  and 
loud  talking  when  other  planters  would  ride  over  for  a drink- 
ing bout.  There  was  also  sometimes  to  be  heard  the  music  of 
the  theorbo,  upon  which  madame  played  very  sweetly,  singing 
Spanish  songs;  so  that  it  seemed  a pity  for  music  so  sweet  to 
be  thrown  away  upon  this  selfish  crew.  It  made  me  think  of 
Humphrey,  and  of  the  sweet  and  holy  thoughts  which  he 
would  put  into  rhymes,  and  then  fit  the  rhymes  with  music 
which  seemed  to  breathe  those  very  thoughts.  Alas!  In  the 
village  of  Bradford  Orcas  there  would  be  now  silence  and  deso- 
lation! The  good  old  squire  dead,  my  father  dead,  the  young 
men  sent  to  the  Plantations,  no  one  left  at  all  but  the  rector 
and  madame  his  sister-in-law,  and  I,  alas!  a slave.  Perchance 
at  that  moment  the  rector  might  be  slowly  drawing  his  bow 
across  the  strings  of  his  violoncello,  thinking  of  those  who 
formerly  played  with  him;  or  perhaps  he  would  be  sorrowfully 
taking  out  his  cases  and  gazing  for  a little  consolation  upon 
the  figures  of  his  goddesses  and  his  nymphs.  Only  to  think  of 
the  place,  and  of  those  who  once  lived  there,  tore  my  poor 
heart  to  pieces. 

One  evening,  when  there  was  a great  noise  and  talking  at 
the  house,  while  we  were  sitting  upon  our  beds  with  no  other 
light  than  that  of  the  moon,  madame  herself  came  to  the  cot- 
tage. 

“ Child,  ” she  said,  “ nothing  will  do  but  that  the  gentle- 
men must  see  thy  beauty.  Nay,  no  harm  shall  happen  while 
I am  there;  so  much  they  know.  But  he  hath  so  bragged 
about  thy  beauty  and  the  great  price  he  will  demand  for  ran- 
som that  the  rest  are  mad  to  see  thee.  I swear  that  not  the 
least  rudeness  shall  be  offered  thee.  They  are  drinking,  it  is 
true;  but  they  are  not  yet  drunk.  Come!” 

So  I arose  and  followed  her.  First,  she  took  me  to  her  own 
room,  where  she  took  off  my  hood  and  threw  over  me  a long 
white  lace  mantilla,  which  covered  my  head  and  fell  over  my 
shoulders  and  below  the  waist. 

She  sighed  as  she  looked  at  me. 

“Poor  innocent!”  she  said.  “If  money  could  buy  that 
face,  there  is  not  a man  in  the  room  but  would  give  all  he 
.hath  and  count  it  gain.  Canst  thou  play  or  sing?” 

I told  her  that  I had  some  knowledge  of  the  theorbo. 
Therefore  she  brought  me  hers,  and  bade  me  sing  to  the  gen- 
tlemen and  then  retire  quickly.  So  I followed  her  into  the 
living-  or  keeping-room,  where  a dozen  gentlemen  were  sitting 
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round  the  table.  A bowl  of  punch  was  on  the  table,  and 
every  man  had  his  glass  before  him,  and  a pipe  of  tobacco  in 
his  hand.  Some  of  their  faces  were  flushed  with  wine. 

44  Gentlemen,”  said  madame,  44  our  prisoner  hath  consented 
to  sing  one  song  to  you,  after  Which  she  will  ask  permission 
to  bid  you  good-night.  ” 

So  they  all  clapped  their  hands  and  rapped  the  table,  and  I, 
being  indeed  terrified,  but  knowing  very  well  that  to  show 
fear  would  be  the  worst  thing  I could  do,  touched  the  strings 
and  began  my  song.  I sung  the  song  which  Humphrey  made, 
and  which  he  sung  to  the'offieers  at  Taunton  when  the  duke 
was  there. 

When  I finished,  I gave  back  the  theorbo  to  madame, 
courtesied  to  the  gentlemen,  and  quickly  stepped  back  to  ma- 
dame’s  room,  while  they  all  bellowed  and  applauded  and  roared 
for  me  to  come  back  again.  But  I put  on  my  hood  and 
slipped  out  to  the  cottage,  where  I lay  down  beside  Deb,  and 
quickly  fell  asleep.  (It  is  a great  happiness,  in  these  hot 
latitudes,  that,  when  a new-comer  hath  once  got  over  the 
trouble  of  the  merry  wings,  he  falleth  asleep  the  moment  he 
lies  down,  and  so  sleeps  through  the  whole  night.) 

But  in  the  morning  madame  came  to  see  me  while  I was. 
sewing. 

44  Well,  child,  ” she  said,  laughing,  4 4 thou  hast  gotten  a 
lover,  who  swears  that  he  will  soon  have  thee  out  of  this  hell/’ 

44  A lover!”  I cried.  44  Nay! — that  may  God  forbid!” 

44  ’Tis  true.  Young  Mr.  Anstiss  it  is.  While  thou  wast 
singing  ’he  gazed  on  thy  pretty  face  and  listened  as  one  en- 
chanted. I wonder — but  no! — thou  hast  no  eyes  for  such 
things.  And  when  thou  wast  gone  he  offered  the  master  four 
times  the  sum  he  paid  for  thee — yea,  four  times — or  six  times 
— saying  that  he  meant  honorably,  and  that  if  any  man  dared 
to  whisper  anything  to  the  contrary  he  would  cut  his  throat.  ” 

44  Alas!  madame.  I must  never  marry — either  this  Mr. 
Anstiss  or  any  other.” 

44  Tut — tut!  This  is  foolish  maid’s  nonsense.  Granted  you 
have  lost  your  old  lover,  there  are  plenty  more.  Suppose  he 
hath  lost  his  old  sweetheart,  there  are  plenty  more — as  I doubt 
not  he  hath  already  proved.  Mr.  Anstiss  is  a very  pretty 
young  gentleman;  but  the  master  would  not  listen,  saying  that 
he  waited  for  the  lady’s  friends.” 

And  so  passed  six  weeks,  or  thereabouts,  for  the  only  count 
of  time  I kept  was  from  Sunday  to  Sunday.  On  that  day  we 
rested;  the  negroes,  who  are  no  better  than  heathens,  danced. 
The  white  servants  lay  about  in  the  shade,  and  drank  what 
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they  could;  in  one  cottage  only  on  that  godless  estate  were 
prayers  offered. 

And  then  happened  that  great  event  which,  in  the  end, 
proved  to  be  a change  in  my  whole  life,  and  brought  happiness 
out  of  misery,  and  joy  out  of  suffering,  though  at  first  it  seemed 
only  a dreadful  addition  to  my  trouble.  Thus  is  the  course  of 
things  ordered  for  us,  and  thus  the  greatest  blessings  follow 
upon  the  most  threatening  juncture.  What  this  was  I will 
tell  in  a few  words. 

It  was  about  the  third  week  in  September  when  I embarked, 
and  about  the  third  week  in  November  when  the  ship  made 
her  port.  Therefore  I take  it  that  it  was  one  day  about  the 
beginning  of  the  year  1686,  when  madame  came  to  the  work- 
room and  told  me  that  a ship  had  arrived  carrying  a cargo  of 
two  hundred  rebels  and  more,  sent  out  to  work  upon  the  Plan- 
tations, like  myself,  for  the  term  -of  ten  years.  She  also  told 
me  that  the  master  was  gone  to  the  Bridge  in  order  to  buy 
some  of  them.  Not,  she  said,  that  he  wanted  more  hands; 
but  he  expected  that  there  would  be  among  them  persons  of 
quality,  who  would  be  glad  to  buy  their  freedom.  He  still, 
she  told  me,  looked  to  make  a great  profit  out  of  myself,  and 
* was  thinking  to  sell  me,  unless  my  friends  in  England  speedily 
sent  proposals  for  my  ransom,  to  the  young  planter  who  was 
in  love  with  me.  This  did  not  displease  me.  I have  not 
thought  it  necessary  to  tell  how  Mr.  Anstiss  came  often  to  the 
estate,  and  continually  devised  schemes  for  looking  at  me,  go- 
ing to  the  ingenio,  whence  he  could  see  those  who  sat  in  the 
work-room,  and  even  sending  me  letters,  vowing  the  greatest 
extravagance  of  passion — I say  I was  not  displeased,  because 
there  was  in  this  young  gentleman’s  face  a certain  goodness  of 
disposition  clearly  marked;-  so  that  even  if  I became  his  prop- 
erty I thought  I might  persuade  him  to  relinquish  thoughts  of 
love,  even  if  I had  to  trust  myself  entirely  to  his  honor  and 
tell  him  all.  But,  as  you  shall  hear,  this  project  of  the  mas- 
ter’s was  brought  to  naught. 

As  for  the  rebels,  I was  curious  to  see  them.  Some  I might 
recognize;  to  some  I might  perhaps  be  of  a little  use  at  the 
outset  in  guarding  them  against  dangers.  I did  not  fear,  or 
think  it  likely,  that  there  would  be  any  among  them  whom  I 
might  know,  or  who  might  know  me.  Yet  the  thing  which  I 
least  suspected,  and  the  least  feared — a thing  which  one  would 
have  thought  so  unlikely  as  to  make  the  event  a miracle — nay, 
call  it  rather  the  merciful  ordering  of  all — that  thing,  I say, 
actually  happened. 
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The  newly  bought  servants  arrived  at  about  five  in  the  even- 
ing. 

I looked  out  of  the  work-room  to  see  them.  Why,  I seemed 
to  know  their  faces — all  their  faces!  They  were  our  brave 
West  Country  lads,  whom  I had  last  seen  marching  gallantly 
out  of  Taunton  Town  to  victory  and  glory  (as  they  believed). 
'Now — pale  with  the  miseries  of  the  voyage,  thin  with  bad  food 
and  disease,  hollow-cheeked  and  hollow-eyed,  in  rags  and  dirt, 
barefooted,  covered  with  dust,  grimy  for  want  of  washing, 
their  beards  grown  all  over  their  faces— with  hanging  heads, 
stood  these  poor  fellows.  There  were  thirty  of  them;  some 
had  thrown  themselves  on  the  ground,  as  if  in  the  last  ex- 
tremity of  fatigue;  some  Stood  with  the  patience  that  one  sees 
in  brute  beasts  who  are  waiting  to  be  killed;  and  in  a group 
together  stood,  three — oh,  merciful  Heaven!  was  this  misery 
also  added  to  my  cup?— they  were  Robin,  Barnaby,  and  Hum- 
phrey! Robin’s  face,  heavy  and  pale,  betrayed  the  sorrow  of 
his  soul.  He  stood  as  one  who  neither  careth  for  nor  regardeth 
anything.  My  heart  fell  like  lead  to  witness  the  despair  which 
was  visible  in  his  attitude,  in  his  eyes,  in  his  brow.  But  Barna- 
by showed  still  a cheerful  countenance,  and  looked  about  him 
as  if  he  was  arriving  a welcome  guest  instead  of  a slave. 

“ You  know  any  of  them,  child?”  madame  asked. 

cc  Oh,  madame!”  I cried;  “ they  are  my  friends — they  are 
my  friends.  Oh,  help  them! — help  them!” 

“ How  can  I help  them?”  she  replied,  coldly.  “ They  are 
rebels,  and  they  are  justly  punished.  Let  them  write  home 
for  money  if  they  have  friends,  and  so  they  can  be  ransomed. 
To  make  them  write  the  more  movingly,  the  master  hath  re- 
solved to  send  them  all'to  work  in  the  fields.  ‘ The  harder 
they  work/  he  says,  v the  more  they  will  desire  to  be  free 
again/  99 

In  the  fields!  Oh,  Robin — my  poor  Robin! 


CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

Humphrey's  narrative. 

With  these  words,  “ Oh,  Robin!  Robin!”  the  history,  as 
set  down  in  my  mistress’s  handwriting,  suddenly  comes  to  an 
end.  The  words  are  fitting,  because  her  whole  heart  was  full 
of  Robin,  and  though  at  this  time  it  seemed  to  the  poor  creat- 
ure a sin  still  to  nourish  affection  for  her  old  sweetheart,  I am 
sure — nay,  I have  it  on  her  own  confession — that  there  was 
never  an  hour  in  the  waking  day  when  Robin  was  not  in  her 
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mind,  though  between  herself  and  her  former  lover  stood  the 
dreadful  figure  of  her  husband.  I suppose  that,  although  she 
began  this  work  with  the  design  to  complete  it,  she  had  not 
the  courage,  even  when  years  had  passed  away  and  much 
earthly  happiness  had  been  her  reward,  to  write  down  the 
passages  which  follow.  Wherefore  (and  for  another  reason, 
namely,  a confession  which  must  be  made  by  myself  before  I 
die)  I have  taken  upon  myself  to  finish  that  part  of  Grace 
Ey kin’s  history  which  relates  to  the  Monmouth  Rising  and  its 
unhappy  consequences.  You  have  read  how  (thanks  to  my 
inexperience  and  ignorance  of  conspiracies,  and  belief  in  men’s 
promises)  we  were  reduced  to  the  lowest  point  of  disgrace  and 
poverty.  Grace  did  not  tell,  because  till  afterward  she  did  not 
know,  that  on  Sir  Christopher’s  death  his  estate  was  declared 
confiscated,  and  presently  bestowed  upon  Benjamin  by  favor 
of  Lord  Jeffreys;  so  that  he  whose  ambition  it  was  to  become 
Lord  Chancellor  was  already  (which  he  had  not  expected)  the 
Lord  of  the  Manor  of  Bradford  Orcas.  But  of  this  hereafter. 

I have  called  her  my  mistress.  Truly,  all  my  life  she  hath 
been  to  me  more  than  was  ever  Laura  to  Petrarch,  or  even 
Beatrice  to  the  great  Florentine.  The  ancients  represented 
every  virtue  by  a Goddess,  a Grace,  or  a Nymph.  Nay,  the 
Arts  were  also  feminine  (yet  subject  to  the  informing  influence 
of  the  other  sex,  as  the  Muses  had  Apollo  for  their  director  and 
chief).  To  my  mind  every  generous  sentiment,  every  worthy 
thought,  all  things  that  are  gracious,  all  things  that  lift  my 
soul  above  the  common  herd,  belong  not  to  me,  but  to  my 
mistress.  In  my  youth  it  was  she  who  encouraged  me  to  the 
practice  of  those  arts  by  which  the  soul  is  borne  heavenward 
— I mean  the  arts  of  poetry  and  of  music;  it  was  she  who  list- 
ened patiently  when  I would  still  be  prating  of  myself,  and  en- 
couraged the  ambitions  which  had  already  seized  my  soul.  So 
that  if  I turned  a.  set  of  verses  smoothly,  it  was  to  Grace  that 
I gave  them,  and  for  her  that  I wrote  them.  When  we  played 
heavenly  music  together,  the  thoughts  inspired  ..by  the  strain 
were  like  the  Italian  painter’s  vision  of  the  angels  which  attend 
the  Virgin — I mean  that,  sweet  and  holy  as  they  are,  they  fall 
far  short  of  the  holiness  and  sweetness  of  her  whom  they  honor. 
So,  whatever  my  thoughts  or  my  ambitions,  amidst  them  all  I 
saw  continually  the  face  of  Grace,  always  filled  with  candor 
and  with  sweetness.  That  quality  which  enables  a woman  to 
think  always  about  others,  and  never  about  herself,  was  given 
to  Grace  in  large  and  plenteous  measure.  If  she  talked  with 
me,  her  soul  was  all  mine.  If  she  was  waiting  on  madame,  or 
upon  Sir  Christopher,  or  upon  the  rector,  or  on  her  own 
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mother,  she  knew  their  inmost  thoughts  and  divined  all  their 
wants.  Nay,  long  afterward,  in  the  daily  exercise  of  work 
and  study,  at  the  University  of  Oxford,  in  the  foreign  schools 
of  Montpellier,  Padua,  and  Leyden,  it  was  Grace  who,  though 
far  away,  encouraged  me.  I could  no  longer  hear  her  voice; 
but  her*  steadfast  eyes  remained  in  my  mind  like  twin  stars 
that  dwell  in  heaven.  This  is  a wondrous  power  given  to  a 
few  women,  that  they  should  become,  as  it  were,  angels  sent 
from  heaven,  lent  to  the  earth  awhile,  in  order  to  fill  men’s 
minds  with  worthy  thoughts,  and  to  lead  them  in  the  heavenly 
way.  The  Romish  Church  holds  that  the  age  of  miracles  hath 
never  passed;  which  I do  also  believe,  but  not  in  the  sense 
taught  by  that  Church.  Saints  there  are  among  us  still,  who 
daily  work  miracles,  turning  earthly  clay  into  the  jasper  and 
precious  marble  of  heaven! 

Again,  the  great  poet  Milton  hath- represented  his  virtuous 
lady  unharmed  among  the  rabble  rout  of  Comus,  protected  by 
her  virtue  alone.  Pity  that  he  hath  not  also  shown  a young 
man  led  by  that  sweet  lady,  encouraged,  warned,  and  guarded 
along  that  narrow  way,  beset  with  quag  and  pitfall,  along  which 
he  must  walk  who  would  willingly  climb  to  higher  place!  And 
all  this  apart  from  earthly  love,  as  in  the  case  of  those  two 
Italian  poets. 

More,  I confess,  I would  have  had,  and  presumptuously 
longed  for  it — nay,  even  prayed  for  it  with  such  yearnings  and 
longings  as  seemed  to  tear  my  very  heart  asunder.  But  this 
was  denied  to  me. 

In  September,  1685,  ten  weeks  after  the  fight  of  Sedgemoor, 
we,  being  by  that  time  well  tired  of  Exeter  Prison,  were  tried 
by  Lord  Jeffreys.  It  was  no  true  trial,  for  we  were  all  advised 
to  plead  guilty,  upon  which  the  judge  bellowed  and  roared  at 
us,  abusing  us  in  such  language  as  I never  thought  to  hear 
from  the  bench,  and  finally  sentenced  us  all  to  death.  (A 
great  deal  has  been  said  of  this  roaring  of  the  judge,  but  I am 
willing  to  excuse  it  in  great  measure,  on  the  ground  of  the 
disease  from  which  he  was  then  suffering.  I myself,  who  had 
heard  that  he  was  thus  afflicted,  saw  the  drops  of  agony  upon 
his  forehead,  and  knew  that  if  he  was  not  bawling  at  us  he 
must  have  been  roaring  on  his  own  account.)  So  we  were 
marched  back  to  prison,  and  began  to  prepare  for  the  last 
ceremony,  which  is,  I think,  needlessly  horrible  and  barba- 
rous. To  cut  a man  open  while  he  is  still  living  is  a thing  not 
practiced  even  by  the  savage  Turk.  At.  this  gloomy  time  my 
cousin  Robin  set  a noble  example  of  fortitude,  which  greatly 
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encouraged  the  rest  of  us.  Nor  would  he  ever  suffer  me  to 
reproach  myself  (as  I was  continually  tempted  to  do)  with  hav- 
ing been  the  cause  of  the  ruin  which  had  fallen  upon  the  whole 
of  our  unfortunate  house.  Nay,  he  went  further,  and  in- 
sisted, and  would  have  it,  that  had  I remained  in  Holland,  he 
himself  would  have  joined  the  duke,  and  that  I was  in  no  way 
to  blame  as  an  inciter  to  this  unfortunate  act.  We  knew  by 
this  time  that  Sir  Christopher  had  been  arrested  and  conveyed 
to  Ilminster  Jail,  and  that  with  him  were  Dr.  Eykin,  griev- 
ously wounded,  and  Barnaby;  and  that  Grace,  with  her  moth- 
er, was  also  at  Ilminster.  Mr.  Boscorel,  for  his  part,  was  gone 
to  London  in  order  to  exert  whatever  interest  he  might  possess 
on  behalf  of  all.  With  him  went  madame,  Robin's  mother; 
but  she  returned  before  the  trial,  much  dejected,  so  that  we 
were  not  encouraged  to  hope  for.  anything  from  that  quarter. 
Madame  began  to  build  some  hopes  at  this  time  from  Benja- 
min, because  he,  who  had  accompanied  the  judges  from  Lon- 
don, was  the  boon  companion  every  night  of  Lord  Jeffreys 
himself.  But  it  is  one  thing  to  be  permitted  to  drink  and  sing 
with  a great  man  at  night,  and  another  thing  to  procure  of 
him.  the  pardon  of  rebels  (and  those  not  the  common  sort,  but 
leaders  and  captains).  That  Benjamin  would  attempt  to  save 
us,  I did  not  doubt;  because  in  common  decency  and  humanity 
he  must  needs  try  to  save  his  grandfather  and  his  cousins. 
But  that  he  would  effect  anything,  that,  indeed,  I doubted. 
Whether  he  did  make  an  attempt,  I know  not.  He  came  not 
to  the  prison,  nor  did  he  make  any  sign  that  he  knew  we  were 
among  the  prisoners.  What  he  contrived,  the  plot  which  he 
laid,  and  the  villany  with  which  he  carried  it  out,  you  have 
already  read.  Well,  I shall  have  much  more  to  say  about 
Benjamin.  For  the  moment,  let  him  pass. 

I say,  then,  that  we  were  lying  in  Exeter  Jail,  expecting  to 
be  called  out  for  execution  at  any  hour.  We  were  sitting  in 
the  court-yard  on  the  stone  bench  with  gloomy  hearts. 

“ Robin — Humphrey — lads  both!"  cried  a voice  we  knew. 
It  was  the  rector,  Mr.  Boscorel  himself;  who  called  us. 
“ Courage,  lads!"  he  cried  (yet  looked  himself  as  mournful  as 
man  can  look).  “I  bring  you  good  news — I have  this  day 
ridden  from  Ilminster  (there  is  other  news  not  so  good) — good 
news,  1 say;  for  you  shall  live  and  not  die!  I have  so  far  suc- 
ceeded that  the  lives  are  spared  of  Robin  Challis,  Captain  in 
the  Rebel  Cavalry;  Barnaby  Eykin,  Captain  of  the  Green 
Regiment;  and  Humphrey  Challis,  Chirurgeori  to  the  Duke. 
Yet  must  you  go  to  the  Plantations — poor  lads! — there  to  stay 
for  ten  long  years.  Well,  we  will  hope  to  get  your  pardon  and 


274 


FOR  FAITH  AND  FREEDOM. 


freedom  long  before  that  time  is  over.  Yet,  you  must,  per- 
force, sail  across  the  seas.  ” 

“ Lad,”  cried  Robin,  catching  my  hand,  “ cease  to  tear  thy 
heart  with  reproaches!  See!  none  of  us  will  die,  after  all.” 

“ On  the  scaffold,  none,”  said  Mr.  Boscorel.  “ On  the 
scaffold,  none,  ” he  repeated. 

“ And  what  saith  my  grandfather,  sir?”  Robin  asked. 
“ lie  is  also  enlarged,  I hope,  at  last.  And  how  is  the  learned 
Doctor  Eykin?  and  Grace — my  Grace— where  is  she?” 

“Young  men,”  said  the  rector,  “prepare  for  tidings  of 
the  worst — yes,  of  the  very  worst.  Cruel  news  I bring  to  you, 
boys;  and  for  myself” — he  hung  his  head — “cruel  news, 
shameful  news!” 

Alas!  you  know  already  what  he  had  to  tell  us.  Worse  than 
the  death  of  that  good  old  man.  Sir  Christopher;  worse  than 
the  death  of  the  unfortunate  Dr.  Eykin  and  his  much-tried 
wife;  there  was  the  news  of  Grace's-  marriage  and  of  her  flight, 
and'  at  hearing  this  we  looked  at  each  other  in  dismay,  and 
Robin  sprung  to  his  feet  and  cried  aloud  for  vengeance  upon 
the  villain  who  had  done  this  thing. 

“It  is  my  own  son,”  said  Mr.  Boscorel;  “yet  spare  him 
not!  He  deserves  all  that  you  can  call  him,  and  more. 
Shameful  news  I had  to  tell  you.  Where  the  poor  child  hath 
found  a retreat,  or  how  she  fares,  I know  not.  Robin,  ask 
me  not  to  curse  my  own  son — what  is  done  will  bring  its  pun- 
ishment in  due  time.  Doubt  it  not.  But  of  punishment  we 
need  not  speak.  If  there  were  anyway — any  way  possible — 
out  of  it!  But  there  is  none.  It  is  a fatal  blow.  Death  itself 
alone  can  release  her.  Consider,  Humphrey,  consider;  you 
are  not  so  distracted  as  your  cousin.  Consider,  I say,  that  un- 
happy girl  is  Benjamin's  lawful  wife.  If  he  can  find  her,  he 
may  compel  her  to  live  with  him.  She  is  his  lawful  wife,  I 
say.  It  is  a case  in  which  there  is  no  remedy;  it  is  a wicked- 
ness for  which  there  is  no  help  until  one  of  the  twain  shall 
die.” 

There  was  indeed  no  help  or  remedy  possible.  I will  not  tell 
of  the  madness  which  fell  upon  Robin  at  this  news,  nor  of  the 
distracted  things  he  said,  nor  how  he  wept  for  Grace  at  one 
moment  and  the  next  cursed  the  author  of  this  wickedness. 
There  was  no  remedy.  Yet  Mr.  Boscorel  solemnly  promised 
to  seek  out  the  poor  innocent  girl,  forced  to  break  her  vows 
for  the  one  reason  which  could  excuse  her,  namely,  to  save  the 
lives  of  all  she  loved. 

“ They  were  saved  already,”  Mr.  Boscorel  added.  “ He 
knew  that  they  were  saved.  He  had  seen  me;  he  had  the  news 
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that  I brought  from  London;  he  knew  it;  and  he  lied  unto 
her!  There  is  no  single  particular  in  which  his  wickedness  can 
be  excused  or  defended.  Yet,  I say,  curses  are  of  no  avail. 
The  Hand  of  God  is  heavy  upon  all  sinners,  and  will  presently 
fall  upon  my  unhappy  son — I pray  that  before  that  Hand  shall 
fall  his  heart  may  be  touched  with  repentance.” 

But  Robin  fell  into  a melancholy  from  which  it  was  impossi- 
ble to  arouse  him.  He  who,  while  death  upon  the  scaffold 
seemed  certain,  was  cheerful  and  brave,  now,  when  his  life 
was  spared,  sat  heavy  and  gloomy,  speaking  to  no  one;  or  if 
he  spoke,  then  in  words  of  rage  and  impatience. 

Mr.  Boscorel  remained  at  Exeter,  visiting  us  daily  until  the 
time  came  when  we  were  removed.  He  brought  with  him  one 
day  a smooth-tongued  gentleman  in  sober  attire,  who  was,  he 
told  us,  a West  Indian  merchant  of  Bristol,  named  George 
Penne.  (You  have  read,  and  know  already,  how  great  a vil- 
lain was  this  man.) 

“ This  gentleman,”  said  Mr.  Boscorel,  “ is  able  and  willing, 
for  certain  considerations,  to  assist  you  in  your  exile.  You 
have  been  given  (among  many  others)  by  the  king  to  one  Mr. 
Jerome  Nipho,  who  hath  sold  all  his  convicts  to  this  gentle- 
man. In  his  turn  he  i$  under  bonds  to  ship  you  for  the  Plan- 
tations, where  you  will  be  sold  again  to  the  planters.” 

“ Sirs  ”— Mr.  Penne  looked  from  one  to  the  other  of  us  with 
compassionate  eyes—  “ I have  heard  your  melancholy  case,  and 
it  will  be  to  my  great  happiness  if  I may  be  able  in  any  way  to 
soften  the  rigors  of  your  exile.  Be  it  known  to  you  that  I 
have  correspondents  in  Jamaica,  Barbadoes,  and  Virginia,  and 
that  for  certain  sums  of  money  these — my  friends— will  readily 
undertake  to  make  your  servitude  one  merely  in  name.  In 
other  words,  as  I have  already  informed  his  reverence,  I have 
bought  you  in  the  hope  of  being  useful  to  you  (I  wish  I could 
thus  buy  all  unhappy  prisoners),  and  I can,  on  paying  my 
friends  what  they  demand,  secure  to  you  freedom  from  labor, 
subject  only  to  the  condition  of  remaining  abroad  until  your 
term  is  expired,  or  your  friends  at  home  have  procured  your 
pardon.” 

“As  for  the  price,  Humphrey,”  said  Mr.  Boscorel,  “that 
shall  be  my  care.  It  is  nearly  certain  that  Sir  Christopher’s 
estates  will  be  confiscated,  seeing  that  he  died  in  prison  under 
the  charge  of  high  treason,  though  he  was  never  tried.  There- 
fore we  must  not  look  to  his  lands  for  any  help.  What  this 
gentleman  proposes  is,  however,  so  great  a thing  that  we  must 
not  hesitate  to  accept  his  offer  gratefully.” 

“ I must  have,”  said  Mr.  Penne,  “ seventy  pounds  for  each 
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prisoner.  I hear  that  there  is  a third  young  gentleman  of 
your  party  now  in  the  same  trouble  at  Ilmmster;  I shall  there- 
fore ask  for  two  hundred  guineas — two  hundred  guineas  in  all. 
It  is  not  a large  sum  in  order  to  secure  freedom.  Those  who 
can  not  obtain  this  relief  have  to  work  in  the  fields  or  in  the 
mills  under  the  hot  sun  of  the  Spanish  Main;  they  are  subject 
to  the  whip  of  the  overseer;  they  have  wretched  food;  they  are 
worse  treated  than  the  negroes,  because  the  latter  are  slaves 
for  life  and  the  former  for  ten  years  only.  By  paying  two 
hundred  guineas  only  you  will  all  be  enabled  to  live  at  your 
ease.  Meanwhile  your  friends  at  home  will  be  constantly  en- 
deavoring to  procure  your  pardon.  I myself,  though  but  a 
simple  merchant  of  Bristol  City,  can  boast  some  influence, 
which  I will  most  readily  exert  to  the  utmost  in  your  behalf — ” 

“ Say  no  more,  sir,”  said  Mr.  Boscorel,  interrupting  him; 
“ the  bargain  is  concluded.  These  young  gentlemen  shall  not 
be  subjected  to  any  servitude;  I will  pay  you  two  hundred 
guineas.  ” 

“ I would,  sir  ” — Mr.  Penne  laid  his  hand,  which  was  large, 
white,  and  soft.,  the  hand  of  a liar  and  a traitor,  upon  his 
treacherous  heart — “ I would  to  Heaven,  sir,”  he  said,  “ that 
I could  undertake  this  service  for  less.  If  my  correspondents 
were  men  of  tender  hearts,  the  business  should  cost  you  noth- 
ing at  all.  But  they  are  men  of  business;  they  say  that  they 
live  not  abroad  for  pleasure,  but  for  profit;  they  can  not  forego 
any  advantage  that  may  offer.  As  for  me,  this  job  brings  me 
no  profit.  Upon  my  honor,  gentlemen,  profit  from  such  a 
source  I should  despise;  every  guinea  that  you  give  me  will  be 
placed  to  the  credit  of  my  correspondents,  who  will,  I am  as- 
sured, turn  a pretty  penny  by  the  ransom  of  the  prisoners. 
But  that  we  can  not  help.  And  as  for  me — I say  it  boldly  in 
the  presence  of  this  learned  and  pious  clergyman — I am  richly 
rewarded  with  the  satisfaction  of  doing  a generous  thing.  That 
is  enough,  I hope,  for  any  honest  man.  ” 

The  fellow  looked  so  benevolent,  and  smiled  with  so  much 
compassion,  that  it  was  impossible  to  doubt  his  word.  Be- 
sides, Mr.  Boscorel  had  learned  many  things  during  the  jour- 
ney to  London;  among  others  that  it  would  be  possible  to  buy 
immunity  from  labor  for  the  convicts.  Therefore  he  hesitated 
not,  but  gave  him  what  he  demanded,  taking  in  return  a 
paper,  which  was  to  be  shown  to  Mr.  Penned  correspondents, 
in  which  he  acknowledged  the  receipt  of  the  money,  and  de- 
manded in  return  a release  from  actual  servitude.  This  paper 
I put  carefully  in  my  pocket  with  my  note-book  and  my  case 
of  instruments. 
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It  was,  so  far  as  my  memory  serves  me,  about  six  weeks 
after  our  pardon  was  received  when  we  heard  that  we  were  to 
be  marched  to  Bristol,  there  to  be  shipped  for  some  port  or 
other  across  the  ocean.  At  Taunton  we  were  joined  by  a 
hundred  poor  fellows  as  fortunate  as  ourselves;  and  at  Bridge- 
water  by  twenty  more,  whose  lives  had  been  bought  by  Colonel 
Kirke.  Fortunate  we  esteemed  ourselves;  for  everywhere  the 
roads  were  lined  with  legs,  heads,  trunks,  and  arms,  boiled 
and  blackened  in  pitch,  stuck  up  for  the  terror  of  the  coun- 
try. Well,  you  shall  judge  how  fortunate  we  were. 

When  we  reached  Bristol  we  found  Mr.  Penne  upon  the 
quay,  with  some  other  merchants.  He  changed  color  when  he 
saw  us;  but  quickly  ran  to  meet  us,  and  whispered  that  we 
were  on  no  account  to  betray  his  goodness  in  the  matter  of 
ransom,  otherwise  it  might  be  the  undoing  of  us  all,  and  per- 
haps cause  his  own  imprisonment.  He  also  told  me  that  the 
ship  was  bound  for  Barbadoes,  and  we  should  have  to  mess 
with  the  other  prisoners  on  the  voyage,  but  that  it  would  all 
be  made  up  to  us  when  we  arrived.  He  further  added  that  he 
had  requested  his  correspondents  to  entertain  us  until  money 
should  arrive  from  England,  and  to  become  our  bankers  for 
all  that  we  should  want.  And  with  that  he  clasped  my 
hand  tenderly,  and  with  a “ God  be  wP  ye!”  he  left  us,  and 
we  saw  him  no  more. 


CHAPTEB  XXXIX. 

BOUND  FOR  BARBADOES. 

It  was  a numerous  company  gathered  together  on  the  deck 
of  the  ship.  By  their  dress  they  were  country  lads;  by  their 
pale  cheeks  they  were  prison  birds,  like  ourselves;  by  their  dis- 
mal faces  they  were  also,  like  ourselves,  rebels  condemned  to 
the  Plantations.  Alas!  how  few  of  these  poor  fellows  have  re- 
turned to  their  homes,  and  how  many  lie  in  the  graves  of 
Jamaica,  Virginia,  and  Barbadoes?  As  for  preparations  for  a 
voyage,  not  one  of  us  could  make  any,  either  of  clothes  or  of 
provisions.  There  was  not  among  the  whole  company  so  much 
as  a change  of  clothes;  nay,  there  was  not  even  a razor,  and 
our  faces  were  bristling  horribly  with  the  beards  which  before 
long  made  us  look  like  so  many  Heyducs. 

Among  them  I presently  discerned,  to  my  great  joy,  none 
other  than  Barnaby.  His  coat  of  scarlet  was  now  so  ragged 
and  stained  that  neither  color  nor  original  shape  could  be  dis- 
cerned, his  ruffles  and  cravat  of  lace  were  gone,  and  the  scar- 
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let  sash  which  had  formerly  carried  his  hanger  was  gone  also. 
In  a word,  he  was  in  rags,  and  covered  with  the  dust  of  the 
road.  Yet  his  jolly  countenance  showed  a satisfaction  which 
contrasted  greatly  with  the  dejection  of  his  companions.  He 
sniffed  the  scent  of  tar  and  ropes  with  a joy  which  was  visible 
to  all,  and  he  contemplated  the  ship  and  her  rigging  with  the 
air  of  one  who  is  at  home. 

Then  he  saw  us  and  shouted  to  us  while  he  made  his  way 
among  the  rest. 

fc6What  cheer,  ho!  Humphrey,  brave  lad  of  boluses?” 
Never  did  any  man  grasp  the  hand  of  friend  with  greater 
vigor.  cc  This  is  better,  I say,  than  the  accursed  prison,  where 
one  gets  never  a breath  of  fresh  air.  Here  one  begins  to  smell 
saltwater  and  tarred  rope,  which  is  a downright  wholesome 
smell.  Already  I feel  hearty  again.  I would  willingly  drink 
a tankard  of  black  beer.  What,  Robin,  what?  We  are  not 
gqing  to  be  hanged  after  all.  Lift  up  thy  head,  therefore;  is 
this  a time  for  looking  glum?  We  shall  live^to  hang  Judge 
Jeffreys  yet! — what?  Thy  looks  are  poorly,  lad.  Is  it  the 
prison,  or  is  it  thy  disappointment?  That  villain,  Benjamin! 
Hark  ye,  Robin  ”— some  men’s  faces  look  black  when  they 
threaten,  but  Barnaby’s  grew  broader,  as  if  the  contemplation 
of  revenge  made  him  the  happier — “ Hark  ye,  this  is  my  busi- 
ness. No  one  shall  interfere  with  me  in  this.  Benjamin  is 
my  affair.  No  one  but  I myself  must  kill  Benjamin;  not  you, 
Humphrey,  because  he  is  your  cousin;  nor  you,  Robin,  because 
you  must  not  kill  Graced  husband  even  to  get  back  your  own 
sweetheart.”  Barnaby  spoke  wisdom  here;  in  spite  of  Robin’s 
vows  he  could  not  get  Grace  for  himself  by  killing  her  hus- 
band, unworthy  though  he  was.  66  Benjamin,”  he  went  on, 
“ may  call  her  wife,  but  if  he  seek  to  make,  her  his  wife,  if  I 
know  Sis  aright,  he  will  meet  his  match.  As  for  her  safety,  I 
know  that  she  must  be  safe.  For  why?  Wherever  there  are 
folks  of  her  religious  kidney,  there  will  she  find  friends.  Cheer 
up,  Robin!  Soon  or  late  I will  kill  this  fine  husband  of  hers.” 
But  Robin  shook  his  head. 

Barnaby  then  asked  if  I knew  whither  we  were  bound.  I 
told  him  Barbadoe^,  accordnig  to  the  information  given  me  by 
Mr.  Penne. 

“ Why,”  said  Barnaby,  rubbing  his  hands,  “ this  is  brave 
news  indeed.  There  is  no  place  I would  sooner  choose.  ’Tis 
a small  island,  to  begin  with;  give  me  a small  island,  so  that 
the  sea  runneth  all  round  it  and  is  everywhere  within  easy 
reach.  Where  there  is  the  sea  there  are  boats;  where  there 
are  boats  there  are  the  means  of  escape.  Cheer  up,  my  lads! 
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I know  the  Spanish  Main  right  well.  Give  me  a tight  boat,  I 
care  not  how  small,  and  a keg  of  water,  and  I will  sail  her 
anywhere.  Ha!  we  are  bound  to  Barbadoes,  are  we?  This  is 
brave  news!” 

I asked  him  next  what  kind  of  place  it  is. 

“ It  is  a hot  place,”  he  replied.  4 6 A man  is  always  thirsty, 
and  there  is  plenty  to  drink  except  water,  which  is  said  to  be 
scarce.  But  the  merchants  and  the  planters  want  none.  They 
have  wine  of  the  best,  of  Spain  and  of  France  and  of  Madeira. 
Cider  and  strong  ale  they  import  from  England.  And  drinks 
they  make  in  the  country — perino  and  mobbie — I remember — 
guppo  and  plantain  wine  and  kill-devil.  'Tis  a rare  country 
for  drink,  and  many  there  be  who  die  of  too  much.  Hold  up 
thy  head,  Robin;  we  will  drink  damnation  to  Benjamin  yet. 
But  Tis  I who  shall  kill  him,  Courage,  I say.  What?  Our 
turn  will  come  again!” 

I told  him  then  what  had  been  done  by  Mr.  George  Penne 
— namely,  the  ransom  bought  by  the  rector  for  us  all. 

“Why,”  he  said,  with  some  discontent,  “ we  shall  not  be 
long  upon  the  island  after  all,  and  perhaps  the  money  might 
have  been  better  bestowed.  But  ?twas  kindly  done  of  the 
rector.  As  for  the  banishment,  I value  it  not  one  farthing. 
One  place  is  as  good  as  another;  and,  for  my  own  part,  I love 
the  West  Indies.  We  shall  have  our  choice  among  them  all, 
because,  where  there  are  boats  and  the  open  sea,  a man  can 
go  whithersoever  please th  him  best.  The  voyage  out  ” — he 
glanced  round  him — “ will,  I fear,  be  choking  work — the 
rations  will  be  short,  there  will  be  neither  drink  nor  tobacco, 
and  at  nights  we  shall  lie  close.  A more  melancholy  company 
I never  saw.  Patience,  my  lads;  our  turn  will  come.” 

Well,  Twas  a special  mercy  that  we  had  with  us  one  man, 
at  least,  who  preserved  his  cheerfulness,  for  the  rest  of  the 
company  were  as  melancholy  as  King  James  himself  could 
have  desired.  Indeed,  to  look  back  upon  the  voyage  is  to  re- 
call the  most  miserable  time  that  can  be  imagined.  First  of 
all,  as  I have  said,  we  were  wholly  unprepared  for  a voyage, 
having  nothing  at  all  with  us.  Then  we  had  bad  weather  at 
the  outset,  which  not  only  made  our  people  ill,  but  caused  the 
biscuit  to  be  all  spoiled,  so  that  before  the  end  of  the  voyage  a 
few  pease  with  the  sweepings  of  the  biscuit-room,  and  some- 
times a little  tough  beef,  was  all  our  diet,  and  for  drink  noth- 
ing, not  so  much  as  a pannikin  of  beer,  but  water,  and  that 
turbid,  and  not  too  much  of  it. 

As  for  me,  I kept  my  health  chielly  by  the  method  common 
among  physicians — namely,  by  watching  the  symptoms  of 
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others.  But  mostly  was  I concerned  with  the  condition  of 
Robin.  For  the  poor  lad,  taking  so  much  to  heart  the  dread- 
ful villainy  which  had  been  practiced  upon  Grace,  never  once 
held  up  his  head,  and  would  talk  and  think  of  nothing  else 
but  of  that  poor  girl. 

66  Where  is  she?”  he  asked  a hundred  times.  “ Where  hath 
she  found  a shelter  and  a hiding-place?  How  shall  she  escape 
the  villain  who  will  now  do  what  he  pleases  since  we  are  out 
of  his  way?  And  no  help  for  her — not  any  until  she  die,  or 
until  he  dies.  And  we  can  not  even  send  her  a letter  to  con- 
sole her  poor  heart!  Humphrey,  it  drives  me  mad  to  think  that 
every  day  carries  us  further  from  her.  If  I could  but  be  with 
her  to  protect  her  against  her  husband!  Humphrey,  Barnaby 
said  well : I could  not  get  her  back  to  me  over  the  dead  body 
of  her  husband.  But  to  protect  her— to  stand  between  her 
and  the  man  she  hath  sworn  to  obey!” 

There  is  no  more  dangerous  condition  of  the  mind  than 
that  which  we  call  despair.  It  is,  I take  it,  a disease,  and 
that  of  the  most  dangerous  kind.  I have  observed  many 
men  in  that  condition.  With  some,  the  devil  enters  into 
them,  finding  all  the  doors  open  and  unguarded;  nay,  and 
receives  a warm  welcome.  With  others,  it  is  as  if  the  body 
itself  was  left  without  its  armor-r— a cheerful  and  hopeful 
mind  being  certainly  an  armor  against  disease,  capable  of  ward- 
ing off  many  of  those  invisible  arrows  which  are  always  flying 
about  the  air  and  striking  us  down  with  fevers,  agues,  calen- 
tures and  other  pains  and  grievous  diseases. 

I marvel  that  more  of  the  men  on  board  were  not  sick;  for, 
to  begin  with,  the  water  was  thick  and  swarmed  with  wriggling 
creatures  difficult  to  avoid  in  drinking;  and  then,  though  dur- 
ing the  day  we  were  supposed  to  be  on  deck,  where  the  air  was 
fresh  even  if  the  sun  was  hot,  at  night  we  were  terribly  crowded 
below,  and  lay  too  close  for  health  or  for  comfort.  However, 
we  finally  made  Carlisle  Bay  and  the  port  of  St.  Michael's,  or 
the  Bridge.  And  I must  say  this  for  Barnaby,  that  he  main- 
tained throughout  the  whole  voyage  his  cheerfulness,  and  that 
he  never  ceased  to  make  his  plans  for  escape,  drawing  on  a 
paper,  which  he  procured,  a rough  chart  of  the  Spanish  Main, 
with  as  many  islands  as  he  could  remember.  Of  these  there 
are  hundreds,  desolate  and  safe  for  fugitives,  some  with  neither 
water  nor  green  trees,  and  some  with  springs  and  woods,  wild 
fruit,  land  turtles  on  the  shore,  fish  in  the  sea,  ajid  everything 
that  man  can  desire.  We  made  the  land  one  day  in  the  fore- 
noon. 

“ Barbadoes,”  said  Barnaby,  pointing  to  a little  cloud  far 


FOR  FAITH  AND  FREEDOM. 


281 


away  on  the  horizon.  “ Well,  of  this  job  I am  well-nigh  sick. 
To-morrow,  if  the  wind  holds,  we  shall  have  sailed  round  the 
island,  and  shall  beat  up  for  Carlisle  Bay.  Well,  it  is  lucky 
for  us  that  we  have  this  letter  of  Mr.  Penned.  We  will  go — 
I know  the  place  well — to  the  sign  of  the  Rock  and  Turtle,  kept 
by  old  Mother  Rosemary,  if  she  lives  still,  if  she  be  dead,  by  one 
of  her  daughters — she  had  fifty  daughters  at  least,  all  buxom 
mulatto  girls.  There  will  we  put  off  these  filthy  rags,  have  a 
wash  in  a tub  of  fine  water,  get  shaven,  and  then  with  smooth 
chins  and  clean  shirts  we  will  sit  down  to  a dinner  such  as  the 
old  woman  knows  how  to  make,  a potato-pudding  and  Scots  col- 
lops  with  Rhenish  wine,  and  afterward  a cool  cup  of  beverage, 
which  is  nothing  in  the  world  but  squeezed  limes,  with  sugar 
and  water,  fit  for  such  a womanly  stomach  as  yours,  doctor. 
With  this,  and  a pipe  of  tobacco,  and  perhaps  a song  and, 
when  your  worship  hath  gone  to  bed,  a dance  from  one  of  the 
girls — I say,  my  lad,  with  this  I shall  be  ready  to  forget  Sedge- 
moor  and  to  forgive  Judge  Jeffreys.  When  we  are  tired  of  Bar- 
badoes  we  will  take  boat  and  sail  away.  I know  one  island  at 
least  where  they  care  nothing  for  King  James.  Thither  will 
we  go,  my  lad.” 

Well,  what  we  found  at  our  port,  and  how  we  fared,  was  not 
quite  as  Barnaby  expected  and  hoped,  as  you  shall  hear.  But 
I must  admire  the  cunning  of  the  man  Penne,  who  not  only 
took  from  Grace,  poor  child!  all  her  brother's  money,  amount- 
ing to  two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  or  thereabouts,  which  you 
have  read,  on  the  pretext  of  bestowing  it  for  the  advantage  of 
all,  but  also  received  two  hundred  guineas  from  Mr.  Boscorel 
on  the  same  pretense.  This  made  in  all  four  hundred  and 
fifty  pounds.  And  not  one  penny — not  a single  penny — of 
this  great  sum  did  the  man  spend  upon  the  purpose  for  which 
it  was  given  him. 

You  have  heard  how  the  merchants  and  planters  came 
aboard  the  ships  which  put  in  with  servants  and  slaves,  and 
how  these  are  put  up  for  sale,  one  at  a time.  As  was  the  sale 
described  by  Grace,  just  such  was  ours;  though,  I take  it,  our 
lads  were  not  so  miserable  a company  as  were  those  on  board 
her  ship.  Pale  of  cheek;  they  looked,  and  dejected,  and  some 
were  sick  with  various  disorders,  caused  by  the  confinement  of 
the  prison  or  the  sufferings  of  the  voyage.  They  put  us  up 
one  after  the  other,  and  we  were  sold.  I forget  what  I myself 
fetched,  and  indeed  it  matters  not,  save  that  many  jests  were 
passed  at  our  expense,  and  that  when  one  was  put  up — as 
Robin,  for  instance — who  had  been  a captain  in  the  rebel 
army,  the  salesman  was  eloquent  in  praise  of  his  rich  and  il- 
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lustrious  family,  who  would  never  endure  that  this  unfortu- 
nate man  should  continue  in  servitude.  But  Barnaby  put 
his  tongue  in  his  cheek  and  laughed. 

When  the  sale  was  concluded  we  were  bundled  into  boats, 
and  taken  ashore  to  the  barracoon,  of  which  you  have  heard 
from  Grace.  Here  the  same  officer  as  read  to  her  party  the 
laws  concerning  servants  and  their  duties,  and  the  punish- 
ments which  await  transgressors,  read  them  also  to  ourselves. 

“ Faith, ” Barnaby  whispered,  “ there  will  be  great  scoring 
of  backs  before  many  days  are  done,  unless  their  bark  is  worse 
than  their  bite.” 

This  done,  I thought  it  was  time  to  present  my  letter. 
Therefore  I stepped  forward,  and  informed  the  officer  who, 
by  reason  of  his  gown  and  wig  and  the  beadles  who  were  with 
him,  I judged  to  be  some  lawyer,  that,  with  my  cousin  and 
another,  I held  a letter  which  should  hold  us  free  from  servi- 
tude. 

“ Ay,  ay,”  he  said.  “ Where  is  that  letter?” 

So  I gave  it  to  him.  *Twas  addressed  to  one  Jonathan  Pol- 
whele,  and  enjoined  him  to  receive  the  three  prisoners,  named 
Humphrey  Ohallis,  Robin  Challis  and  Barnaby  Eykin,  pay  for 
them  such  sums  as  would  reasonably  be  required  to  redeem 
them  from  servitude,  and  to  advance  them  such  moneys  as 
they  would  want  at  the  outset  for  maintenance,  the  whole  to 
be  accounted  for  in  Mr.  Jonathan  Polwhele’s  next  dispatches 
to  his  obedient,  much  obliged  servant,  G.  P. 

“ Sir,”  said  the  officer,  when  he  had  read  the  letter  through, 
“ it  is  addressed  to  Mr.  Jonathan  Polwhele.  There  is  no  mer- 
chant or  planter  of  that  name  on  the  whole  island.” 

He  gave  me  back  the  letter.  “ If  this,”  he  said,  “ is  all 
you  have  to  show,  there  is  no  reason  why  you  and  your  friends 
should  not  march  with  the  rest.” 

Truly  we  had  nothing  else  to  show.  Not  only  was  -there  no 
one  named  Polwhele  on  the  island,  but  there  never  had  been 
any  one  of  that  name. 

Therefore  it  was  plain  that  we  had  been  tricked,  and  that 
the  man  George  Penne  was  a villain.  Alas,  poor  Barnaby! 
Where  now  were  his  cool  cups  and  his  pipe  of  tobacco?  Theji 
the  officer  beckoned  to  a gentleman — a sober  and  grave  person 
— standing  near,  and  spoke,  to  him. 

“ Gentlemen,”  said  the  merchant,  “ permit  me  to  read  this 
letter.  So — it  is  the  handwriting  of  Mr.  George  Penne,  which  I 
know  well.  There  is  here  some  strange  mistake.  The  letter 
is  addressed  to  Mr.  Jonathan  Polwhele,  but  there  is  no  one  of 
that  name  in  the  place.  I am  myself  Mr.  Penned  corre 
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spondent  in  this  island.  My  name,  gentlemen,  is  Sefton;  not 
Polwhele. ” 

“ Sir/’  I said,  “ do  you  know  Mr.  Penne?” 

“ I have  never  seen  him.  He  consigns  to  my  care,  once  or 
twice  a year,  a cargo  of  transported  servants,  being  rogues  and 
thieves,  sent  here  instead  of  to  the  gallows.  He  ships  them  to 
my  care,  I say,  as  he  hath  shipped  the  company  arrived  t is 
morning;  and  I sell  them  for  him,  taking  for  my  share  a per- 
centage, as  agreed  upon,  and  remitting  to  him  the  balance  in 
sugar  and  tobacco. 99 

“ Is  there  no  letter  from  him?” 

“ There  is  a letter  in  which  he  advises  me  of  so  many  rebels 
consigned  to  me  in  order  to  be  sold.  Some  among  them,  he 
says,  were  captains  and  officers  in  Monmouth^s  army,  and 
some  are  of  good  family,  among  whom  he  especially  names 
Robin  and  Humphrey  Challis.  But  there  is  not  a word  about 
ransom.” 

“Sir,”  I said,  knowing  nothing  as  yet  of  Grace  and  her 
money,  “ two  hundred  guineas  have  been  paid  to  Mr.  Penne 
by  the  Rev.  Philip  Boscorel,  Rector  of  Bradford  Orcas,  for 
our  ransom.” 

“ Nothing  is  said  of  this,”  he  replied,  gravely.  “ Plainly, 
gentlemen,  without  dispatches  from  Mr.  Penne  I can  not  act 
for  you.  You  have  ,a  letter;  it  is  written  by  that  gentleman; 
it  is  addressed  to  Mr.  Polwhele;  it  says  nothing  about  Barba- 
does,  and  would  serve  for  Jamaica  or  for  Virginia.  So  great  a 
sum  as  two  hundred  guineas  can  not  have  been  forgotten.  I 
exhort  you,  therefore,  to  patience  until  other  letters  arrive. 
Why,  two  hundred  guineas  would  have  gone  far  to  redeem  you 
all  three,  and  to  maintain  you  for  a great  while.  Gentlemen, 
I am  grieved  for  you,  because  there  is  no  help  for  it,  but  that 
you  must  go  with  the  planter  who  hath  bought  you,  and  obey 
his  orders.  I will,  however,  send  to  Mr.  Penne  an  account  of 
this  charge,  and  I would  advise  that  you  lose  no  time  in  writing 
to  your  friends  at  home.” 

“Heart  up,  lad!”  cried  Barnaby,  for  I turned  faint  upon 
this  terrible  discovery,  and  would  have  fallen  but  he  held  me 
up.  “ Patience;  our  turn  will  come.” 

“ Write  that  letter,  ” said  the  merchant  again.  “ Write  that 
letter  quickly,  so  that  it  may  go  with  the  next  vessel.  Other- 
wise— the  work  is  sometimes  hard,  and  the  heat  is  great.”  So 
he  turned  and  left  us. 

“ Courage,  man,”  said  Barnaby.  “ To  every  dog  his  day. 
If  now,  for  five  minutes  only,  I could  have  my  thumb  on  Mr. 
Penned  windpipe  and  my  fingers  round  his  neck.  And  I 
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thought  to  spend  the  evening  joyfully  at  Mother  Rosemary's. 
Courage,  lad.  I have  seen  already,”  he  whispered,  “ a dozen 
boats  in  the  bay,  any  one  of  which  will  serve  our  turn.” 

But  Robin  paid  no  heed  whatever  happened.  He  stood  up 
when  his  name  was  called,  and  was  sold  without  showing  any 
emotion.  When  we  found  that  we  had  been  tricked  he  seemed 
as  if  he  neither  heard  nor  regarded. 

When  all  was  ready  we  were  marched,  twenty  in  number, 
along  a white  and  dusty  road,  to  our  estate.  By  great  good 
fortune — rather # by  Providence — we  were  all  bought  by  the 
same  master.  He  was,  it  is  true,  a bad  man;  but  to  be  to- 
gether was  a happiness  which  we  could  not  expect.  He  bought 
us  all  because  he  understood  that  we  belonged  to  the  same 
family,  and  that  one  of  position,  in  the  hope  of  receiving  sub- 
stantial ransom.  This  man  rode  with  us,  accompanied  by  two 
overseers  (these  were  themselves  under  the  same  sentence), 
who  cracked  their  whips  continually,  and  cursed  us  if  we 
lagged.  Their  bark  was  worse,  we  afterward  found,  than 
their  bite,  for  it  was  only  in  the  master's  presence  that  they 
behaved  thus  brutishly,  and  in  order  to  curry  favor  with  him, 
and  to  prevent  being  reduced  again  to  the  rank  of  those  who 
served  in  the  field.  There  was  no  doubt,  from  the  very  outset, 
that  we  were  afflicted  with  a master  whose  like,  I would  hope, 
is  not  to  be  found  upon  the  Island  of  Bajbadoes.  Briefly,  he 
was  one  whose  appearance,  voice  and  manner  all  alike  pro- 
claimed him  openly  to  all  the  world  as  a drunkard,  a profli- 
gate and  a blasphemer.  A drunkard  he  was  of  that  kind  who 
are  seldom  wholly  drunk  and  yet  are  never  sober;  who  begin 
the  day  with  a glass,  and  go  on  taking  more  glasses  all  day 
long,  with  small  ale  for  breakfast,  strong  ale  and  Madeira  for 
dinner,  a tankard  in  the  afternoon,  and  for  supper  more  strong 
ale  and  Madeira,  and  before  bed  another  tankard.  As  for 
compassion,  or  tenderness,  or  any  of  the  virtues  which  a man 
who  holds  other  men  in  slavery  ought  to  possess,  he  had  none 
of  them. 

Let  me  speak  of  him  with  no  more  bitterness  than  is  neces- 
sary. We  have,  I think,  all  forgiven  him,  and  he  hath  long 
since  gone  to  a place  where  he  can  do  no  more  harm  to  any, 
but  awaiteth  judgxpent — perhaps,  in  the  sure  and  certain  hope 
of  which  the  funeral  service  speaks — but  this  is  open  to  doubt. 

When  we  were  arrived  at  the  estate  the  master  dismounted, 
gave  his  horse  to  a negro,  and  ordered  us  to  be  drawn  up  in 
line. 

He  then  made  a short  speech.  He  said  that  he  had  bought 
us,  rebels  and  villains  as  we  were,  and  that  he  meant  to  get 
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his  money's  worth  out  of  us  or  he  would  cut  us  all  to  pieces; 
other  things  he  told  us,  which  I pass  over  because  they  were 
but  repetitions  of  this  assurance.  He  then  proceeded  to  ex- 
amine us  in  detail.  When  he  came  to  me  he  cursed  and  swore 
because  he  said  he  had  been  made  to  pay  for  a sound,  proper 
man,  and  had  got  a crook-back  for  his  bargain.  I told  him 
that,  with  submission,  he  might  find  the  crook-back,  who  was 
a physician,  a more  profitable  bargain  than  many  a stronger 
man. 

4‘  What?"  he  roared  44  Thou  art  a physician,  eh? 
Woulds't  slink  out  of  the  field-work  and  sit  idle  among  bot- 
tles and  boluses?  John." — he  turned  to  one  of  the  overseers — 
‘ c pay  particular  attention,  I command  thee,  to  this  learned 
physician.  If  he  so  much  as  turn  round  in  his  work,  make 
his  shoulders  smart." 

44  Ay,  ay,  sir,"  said  the  overseer. 

44  And  what  art  thou,  sirrah?"  He  turned  next  to  Barnaby. 
44  Another  learned  physician,  no  doubt — or  a divine,  a bishop, 
likely,  or  a dean  at  the  least?" 

44  As  for  what  I was,"  said  Barnaby,  44  that  is  neither  here 
nor  there.  For  what  lam?  I suppose  I am  your  servant  for 
ten  years,  or  until  our  pardons  are  sent  us." 

44  Thou  art  an  impudent  dog,  I dare  swear,"  returned  the 
master.  44  I remember  thou  wast  a captain  in  the  rebel  army, 
once  a sailor.  Well,  take  care  lest  thou  taste  the  cat." 

44  Gentlemen  who  are  made  to  taste  the  cat,"  said  Barnaby, 
4 4 are  apt  to  remember  the  taste  of  it  when  their  time  is  up. ' 9 

44  What?"  he  cried  44  You  dare  to  threaten?  Take  that, 
and  that!"  and  so  began  to  belabor  him  about  the  head.  I 
trembled  lest  Barnaby  should  return  the  blows.  But  he  did 
not.  He  only  held  up  his  arm  to  protect  his  head,  and  pres- 
ently, when  the  master  desisted,  he  shook  himself  like  a dog. 

44 1 shall  remember  the  taste  of  that  wood,"  he  said,  quietly. 

The  master  looked  as  if  he  would  renew  the  cudgeling,  but 
thought  better  of  it. 

Then,  without  more  violence,  we  were  assigned  our  quarters. 
A cottage  or  hut  was  given  to  us.  We  were  served  with  a 
hammock  and  a rug  each;  a pannikin,  basin,  spoon  and  plat- 
ter for  each;  a Monmouth  cap;  two  shirts,  common  and 
coarse,  two  pairs  of  canvas  breeches,  and  a- pair  of  shoes  for 
each — so  that  we  looked  for  all  the  world  like  the  fellows  who 
live  by  loading  and  unloading  the  ships  in  the  port  of  Bristol. 
Yet  the  change  after  the  long  voyage  was  grateful.  They 
served  us  next  with  some  of  the  stuff  they  call  lbblollie,  and 
then  the  night  fell  and  we  lay  down  in  our  hammocks,  which 
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were  certainly  softer  than  the  planks  of  the  ship,  and  then  fell 
fast  asleep  in  spite  of  the  humming  and  the  biting  of  the 
merrywings,  and  so  slept  till  the  break  of  day. 


CHAPTER  XL. 

WITH  THE  HOE. 

Before  it  was  daylight  we  were  aroused  by  the  discordant 
clang  of  a bell;  work  was  about  to  begin. 

In  these  latitudes  there  is  little  twilight;  the  day  begins  as 
it  ends,  with  a kind  of  suddenness.  I arose,  being  thus  sum- 
moned, and  looked  out.  Long  rays  of  light  were  shooting  up 
the  sky  from  the  east,  and,  though  the  stars  were  still  visible, 
the  day  was  fast  breaking.  In  a few  moments  it  became  al- 
ready so  light  that  I could  see  across  the  yard — or  what  the 
Italians  would  call  the  piazza — with  its  ragged  banana  leaves, 
the  figures  of  our  fellow-slaves  moving  about  the  huts,  and 
hear  their  voices.  Alas!  sad  and  melancholy  are  the  voices  of 
those  who  work  upon  his  majesty’s  Plantations.  Two  old 
negresses  went  about  among  the  new-comers  carrying  a 
bucketful  of  a yellow  mess,  which  they  distributed  among  us, 
and  giving  us  to  understand  that  this  bowl  of  yellow  porridge, 
or  loblollie,  made  out  of  Indian  corn,  was  all  we  should  have 
before  dinner.  -They  also  gave  us  to  understand  in  their 
broken  English,  which  is  far  worse  than  the  jargon  talked  by 
some  of  our  country  people,  that  we  should  have  to  prepare 
our  own  meals  for  the  future  and  that  they  would  show  us 
how  to  make  this  delectable  mess. 

“ Eat  it/ ’ said  Barnaby;  4 6 a pig  is  better  fed  at  home.  Eat 
it,  Robin,  lest  thou  fainfr  in  the  sun.  Perhaps  there  will  be 
something  better  for  dinner.  Heigho!  only  to  think  of  Mother 
Rosemary’s,  where  I thought  to  lie  last  night!  Patience,  lads!” 

One  would  not  seem  to  dwell  too  long  on  the  simple  fare  of 
convicts,  therefore  I will  say,  once  for  all,  that  our  rations 
consisted  of  nothing  at  all,  but  the  Indian  meal,  and  of  salt 
beef  or  salt  fish.  The  old  hands  and  the  negro  slaves  know 
how  to  improve  their  fare  in  many  ways,  and  humane  masters 
will  give  their  servants  quantities  of  the  fruits  such  as  grow 
here  in  great  abundance — as  plantains,  lemons,  limes,  bananas, 
guavas,  and  the  like.  And  many  of  the  black  slaves  have 
small  gardens  behind  their  huts,  where  they  grow  onions, 
yams,  potatoes,  and  other  things,  which  they  cultivate  on 
Sundays.  They  are  all  great  thieves  also,  stealing,  whenever 
they  can,  poultry,  eggs  and  fruit,  so  that  they  grow  fat  and 
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sleek,  while  the  white  servants  daily  grow  more  meager, 
and  fall  into  diseases  by  the  poorness  of  the  food.  Then, 
as  to  drink,  there  are  many  kinds  of  drink  (apart  from 
the  wines  of  Spain,  Portugal,  Canary,  Madeira  and  France) 
made  in  the  country  itself,  such  as  mobbie,  which  is  a fer- 
mented liquor  of  potatoes;  and  perino,  from  the  liquor  of 
chewed  cassava  root;  punch,  which  is  water  and  sugar  left  to 
work  for  ten  days;  rum,  which  is  distilled  in  every  ingenio, 
and  is  a spirit  as  strong  as  brandy,  but  not  so  wholesome. 
Those  who  have  been  long  in  the  island,  even  the  servants, 
though  without  a penny,  know  how  and  where  to  get  these 
drinks;  and  since  there  is  no  consoler,  to  the  common  sort,  so 
good  as  strong  drink,  those  who  are  able  to  drink  every  day  of 
these  things  become  somewhat  reconciled  to  their  lot. 

“ Come  out,  ye  dogs  of  rebels  and  traitors!”  It  was  the 
loud  and  harsh  voice  of  the  master  himself,  who  thus  disturbed 
us  at  our  breakfast.  'Twas  his  custom  thus  to  rise  early,  and 
to  witness  the  beginning  of  the  day's  work.  And  'twas  his 
kindly  nature  which  impelled  him  thus . to  welcome  and  en- 
courage his  newly  brought  slaves.  “ Come  out,  I say.  Ye 
shall  now  show  of  what  stuff  ye  are  made.  Instead  of  pulling 
down  your  lawful  king,  ye  shall  pull  up  your  lawful  master 
and  make  him  rich.  If  ye  never  did  a day's  work  in  your 
lives  ye  shall  now  learn  the  how  by  the  must.  Come  forth,  I 
say,  ye  lazy,  guzzling  skulkers!" 

“ Ay,  ay,"  said  Barnaby,  leisurely  scraping  his  bowl,  46  we 
are  like,  indeed,  to  be  overfed  here. " He  rolled  sailor  fashion 
out  of  the  hut. 

“ Barnaby,"  I said,  “ for  God's  sake  say  nothing  to  anger 
the  master.  There  is  no  help  but  in  patience  and  in  hope." 

So  we,  too,  went  forth.  The  master,  red-faced  as  he  was, 
looked  as  if  he  had  been  drinking  already.  * 

“So,"  he  cried,  “here  is  the  learned  physician.  Your 
health,  doctor.  And  here  is  the  gallant  captain  who  was 
once  a sailor.  The  air  of  the  fields,  captain,  will  remind  you, 
perchance,  of  the  quarter-deck.  This  young  gentleman  looks 
so  gallant  and  gay  that  I warrant  he  will  ply  the  hoe  with  a 
light  and  frolic  heart.  Your  healths,  gentlemen.  Hark  ye, 
now.  You  are  come  of  a good  stock,  I hear.  Therefore  have 
I bought  you  at  a great  price,  looking  to  get  my  money  back 
and  more.  Some  planters  would  suffer  you  to  lie  at  your 
ease,  covered  up  with  bonavist  and  Madeira  till  the  money 
comes.  As  for  me,  I shall  now  show  you  what  you  will  con- 
tinue to  do,  unless  the  money  comes.  Therefore  you  will  at 
once,  I doubt  not,  ask  for  paper  and  pen  and  presently  write. 
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Sixty  pounds  apiece,  gentlemen — not  one  penny  less— will  pur- 
chase  your  freedom.  Till  then,  the  fields.  And  no  difference 
between  white  and  black;  but  one  whip  for  both.” 

We  made  no  reply,  but  took  the  hoes  which  were  given  out 
to  us,  and  marched  with  the  rest  of  the  melancholy  troop. 

There  were  as  many  blacks  as  whites.  We  were  divided 
into  gangs;  with  every  gang  a driver  armed  with  a whip;  and 
over  all  the  overseers,  who,  by  their  severity,  showed  their  zeal 
for  the  master.  The  condition  of  slavery  hath  in  it  something 
devilish,  both  for  those  who  are  slaves  and  those  who  are  mas- 
ters. The  former  it  drives  into  despair,  and  fills  with  cun- 
ning, dishonesty,  treachery  and  revenge.  Why,  the  slaves 
have  been  known  to  rise  in  rebellion,  and  while  they  had  the 
power  have  inflicted  tortures  unheard  of  upon  their  masters. 
The  latter  it  makes  cruel  and  unfeeling;  it  tempts  them  con- 
tinually to  sins  of  all  kinds;  it  puts  into  their  power  the  lives, 
the  bodies — nay,  the  very  souls — of  the  poor  folk  whom  they 
buy.  I do  maintain,  and  conceal  not  my  opinion,  that  no 
man  ought,  in  a Christian  country,  to  be  a slave  except  for  a 
term  of  years,  and  then  for  punishment.  I have  been  myself 
a slave,  and  I know  the  misery  and  the  injustice  of  the  con- 
dition. But  it  is  idle  to  hope  that  the  planters  will  abandon 
this  means  of  cultivating  their  estates,  and  it  is  certain  that  in 
hot  countries  no  man  will  work  except  by  compulsion. 

The  whip  carried  by  the  driver  is  a dreadful  instrument., 
long,  thick,  and  strongly  plaited,  with  a short  handle.  It  is 
coiled  and  slung  round  the  shoulders  when  it  is  not  being  used 
to  terrify  or  to  punish,  and  I know  well  that  its  loud  crack 
produces  upon  the  mind  a sensation  of  fear  and  of  horror  such 
as  the  thunder  of  artillery  or  the  sight  of  the  enemy  charging 
could  never  cause  even  to  a coward.  The  fellows  are  also 
extremely  dexterous  in  the  use  of  it;  they  can  inflict  a punish- 
ment not  worse  than  the  flogging  of  a school-boy;  or,  with  no 
greater  outward  show  of  strength,  they  will  cut  and  gash  the 
flesh  like  a Russian  executioner  with  his  cruel  instrument 
which  they  call  the  knout. 

For  slight  offenses  such  as  laziness  or  carelessness  in  the 
field  the  former  is  administered,  but  for  serious  offenses  the 
latter.  One  sad  execution,  I can  not  call  it  less,  I myself  wit- 
nessed. What  the  poor  wretch  had  done  I know  not,  but  I 
can  never  forget  his  piercing  shrieks  as  the  whip  cut  into  the 
bleeding  flesh.  This  is  not  punishment;  it  is  savage  and  re- 
vengeful cruelty.  Yet  the  master  and  the  overseers  looked  on 
with  callous  eyes. 

They  marched  us  to  a field  about  half  a mile  from  our  vil* 
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lage  or  camp*  and  there,  drawing  us  up  in  line,  set  us  to 
work.  Our  task  was  with  the  hoe  to  dig  out  square  holes, 
each  of  the  same  depth  and  size,  in  which  the  sugar-canes  are 
planted,  a small  piece  of  old  cane  being  laid  in  each.  These 
holes  are  cut  with  regularity  and  exactness,  in  long  lines,  and 
equally  distant  from  each  other.  It  is  the  driver's  business  to 
keep  all  at  work  at  the  same  rate  of  progress,  so  that  no  one 
should  lag  behind,  no  one  should  stop  to  rest  or  breathe,  no 
one  should  do  less  than  his  neighbors.  The  poor  wretches, 
with  bent  bodies  streaming  with  their  exertions,  speedily  be- 
come afflicted  with  a burning  thirst;  their  legs  tremble;  their 
backs  grow  stiff  and  ache;  their  whole  bodies  become  full  of 
pain;  and  yet  they  may  not  rest  nor  stand  upright  to  breathe 
awhile,  nor  stop  to  drink,  until  the  driver  calls  a halt.  From 
time  to  time  . the  negroes — men  and  women  alike — were 
dragged  out  of  the  ranks  and  laid  on  the  ground,  three  or 
four  at  a time,  to  receive  lashes  for  not  making  the  holes  deep 
enough  or  fast  enough.  At  home,  one  can  daily  see  the  poor 
creatures  flogged  in  Bridewell;  every  day  there  are  rogues  tied 
to  the  cart-wheel  and  flogged  well-nigh  to  death;  but  a plow- 
man is  not  flogged  for  the  badness  of  his  furrow,  nor  is  a cob- 
bler flogged  because  he  maketh  his  shoon  ill.  And  our  men  do 
not  shriek  and  scream  so  wildly  as  the  negroes,  who  are  igno- 
rant people  and  have  never  learned  the  least  self-restraint.  It 
was  horrid  also  to  see  how  their  bodies  were  scarred  with  the 
marks  of  old  floggings,  and  branded  with  letters  to  show  by 
whom  they  had  been  bought.  As  fcr  our  poor  fellows,  who 
had  been  brave  recruits  in  Monmouth's  army,  they  trembled 
at  the  sight,  and  worked  all  the  harder;  yet  some  of  them 
with  the  tears  in  their  eyes,  to  think  that  they  should  be 
brought  to  such  a dismal  fate  and  to  herd  with  these  poor 
ignorant  black  people. 

'Twas  the  design  of  the  master  to  set  us  to  the  very  hardest 
work  from  the  beginning,  so  that  we  should  be  the  more  anx- 
ious to  get  remission  of  our  pains.  For  it  must  not  be  sup- 
posed that  all  the  work  on  the  estate  was  so  hard  and  irksome 
as  that  with  the  hoes — which  is  generally  kept  fcr  the  strongest 
and  hardiest  of  the  negroes,  men  and  women.  There  are  many 
other  employments;  some  are  put  to  weed  the  canes,  some  to 
fell  wood,  some  to  cleave  it,  some  to  attend  the  ingenio,  the 
boiling-house,  the  still-house,  ’the  curing-house;  some  to  cut 
the  maize,  some  to  gather  provisions,  of  bonavist,  maize,  yams, 
potatoes,  cassava,  and  the  like.  Some  for  the  smith's  forge; 
some  to  attend  to  the  oxen  and  sheep;  some  to  the  camels  and 
assenegoes,  and  the  like;  so  that  had  the  master  pleased  he 
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might  have  set  us  to  work  better  fitted  to  English  gentlemen. 
Well,  his  greediness  and  cruelty  were  defeated,  as  you  will  see. 
As  for  the  domestic  economy  of  the  estate,  there  were  on  it 
over  500  acres  of  land,  of  which  200  were  planted  with  sugar, 
80  for  pasture,  120  for  wood,  30  for  tobacco,  5 for  ginger,  and 
as  many  for  cotton-wool,  and  70  for  provisions — viz. : corn, 
potatoes,  plantains,  cassava  and  bonavist — with  a few  for 
fruit.  There  were  ninety-six  negroes,  two  or  three  Indian 
women  with  their  children,  and  twenty-eight  Christian  serv- 
ants, of  whom  we  were  three. 

At  eleven  o'clock  we  were  marched  back  to  dinner.  At  one 
we  went  out  again,  the  sun  being  at  this  time  of  the  day  very 
fierce,  though  January  is  the  coldest  month  in  the  year.  We 
worked  till  six  o'clock  in  the  evening,  when  we  returned. 

“ This,"  said  Robin,  with  a groan,  “ is  what  we  have  now 
to  do  every  day  for  ten  years." 

“ Heart  up,  lads,"  said  Barnaby,  “ our  time  will  come. 
Give  me  time  to  turn  round,  as  a body  may  say.  Why,  the 
harbor  is  full  of  boats.  Let  me  get  to  the  port  and  look 
round  a bit.  If  we  had  any  money,  now — but  that  is  past 
praying  for.  Courage  and  patience!  Doctor,  you  hoe  too 
fast;  no  one  looks  for  zeal.  Follow  the  example  of  the  black 
fellows,  who  think  all  day  long  how  they  shall  get  off  with  as 
little  work  as  possible.  As  for  their  lash,  I doubt  whether 
they  dare  to  lay  it  about  us,  though  they  may  talk.  Because, 
you  see,  even  if  we  do  not  escape,  we  shall  some  time  or  other, 
through  the  rector's  efforts,  get  a pardon,  and  then  we  are 
gentlemen  again;  and  when  that  moment  arrives  I will  make 
this  master  of  ours  fight,  willy-nilly,  and  I will  kill  him,  d'ye 
see,  before  I go  home  to  kill  Benjamin. " 

He  then  went  on  to  discourse  (either  with  the  hope  of  raising 
our  spirits  or  because  it  cheered  his  mind  just  to  set  them 
forth)  upon  his  plans  for  the  means  of  escape. 

“ A boat,"  he  said,  “ I can  seize.  There  are  many  which 
would  serve  our  purpose.  But  a boat  without  victuals  would 
be  of  little  use.  One  would  not  be  accused  of  stealing,  yet  we 
may  have  to  break  into  the  store  and  take  therefrom  some 
beef  or  biscuit.  But  where  to  store  our  victuals?  We  may 
have  a voyage  of  three  or  four  hundred  knots  before  us.  That 
is  nothing  for  a tight  little  boat  when  the  hurricane  season  is 
over.  We  have  no  compass  either — I must  lay  hands  upon  a 
compass.  The  first  Saturday  night  I will  make  for  the  port 
and  cast  about.  Lift  up  your  head,  Robin.  Why,  man,  all 
bad  times  pass  if  only  one  hath  patience." 

It  was  this  very  working  in  the  field,  by  which  the  master 
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thought  to  drive  us  into  despair,  which  caused  in  the  long  run 
our  deliverance,  and  that  in  the  most  unexpected  manner. 


CHAPTEE  XLI. 

ON  CONDITIONS. 

This  servitude  endured  for  a week,  during  which  we  were 
driven  forth  with  the  negroes  to  the  hardest  and  most  intoler- 
able toil,  the  master's  intention  being  so  to  disgust  us  with  the 
life  as  to  make  us  write  the  most  urgent  letters  to  our  friends 
at  home;  since,  as  we  told  him,  two  hundred  guineas  had  been 
already  paid  on  our  account  (though  none  of  the  money  was 
used  for  the  purpose),  he  supposed  that  another  two  hundred 
could  easily  be  raised.  Wherefore,  while  those  of  the  new  serv- 
ants who  were  common  country  lads  were  placed  in  the  in- 
genio  or  the  curing-house,  where  the  work  is  sheltered  from 
the  scorching  sun,  we  were  made  to  endure  every  hardship 
that  the  place  permitted.  In  the  event,  however,  the  man's 
greed  was  disappointed  and  his  cruelty  made  of  none  avail. 

In  fact,  the  thing  I had  foreseen  quickly  came  to  pass. 
When  a man  lies  in  a lethargy  of  despair,  his  body,  no  longer 
fortified  by  a cheerful  mind,  presently  falls  into  any  disease 1 
which  is  lurking  in  the  air.  Diseases  of  all  kinds  may  be 
likened  unto  wild  beasts;  invisible,  always  on  the  prowl,  seek- 
ing whom  they  may  devour.  The  young  fall  victims  to  some, 
the  weak  to  others;  the  drunkards  and  gluttons  to  others;  the 
old  to  others;  and  the  lethargic,  again,  to  others.  It  was  not 
surprising  to  me,  therefore,  when  Eobin,  coming  home  one 
evening,  fell  to  shivering  and  shaking,  chattering  with  his 
teeth,  and  showing  every  external  sign  of  cold,  though  the 
evening  was  still  warm,  and  the  sun  had  that  day  been  more 
than  commonly  hot.  Also,  he  turned  away  from  his  food, 
and  would  eat  nothing.  ’Therefore,  as  there  was  nothing  we 
could  give  him,  we  covered  him  with  our  rugs;  and  he  pres- 
ently fell  asleep.  But  in  the  morning,  when  we  awoke,  be- 
hold! Eobin  was  in  a high  fever;  his  hands  and  head  burning 
hot,  his  cheek  flushed  red,  his  eyes  rolling  and  his  brain  wan- 
dering. I went  forth  and  called  the  overseer  to  come  and  look 
at  him.  At  first  he  cursed  and  *swore,  saying  that  the  man 
was  malingering  (that  is  to  say,  pretending  to  be  sick,  in  order 
to  avoid  work) ; that  if  he  was  a negro  instead  of  a gentleman, 
a few  cuts  with  his  lash  should  shortly  bring  him  to  his  senses; 
that  for  his  part  he  liked  not  this  mixing  of  gentlemen  with 
negroes;  and  that,  finally,  I must  go  and  bring  forth  my  sick 
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man  or  take  it  upon  myself  to  face  the  master,  who  would 
probably  drive  him  afield  with  the  stick. 

44  Sir/*  I said,  44  what  the  master  may  do  I know  not. 
Murder  may  be  done  by  any  who  are  wicked  enough.  For  my 
part,  I am  a physician,  and  I tell  you  that  to  make  this  man 
go  forth  to  work  will  be  murder.  But  indeed  he  is  light- 
headed, and  with  a thousand  lashes  you  could  not  make  him 
understand  or  obey.  ** 

Well,  he  grumbled,  but  he  followed  me  into  the  hut. 

44  The  man  hath  had  a sunstroke/*  he  said.  44 1 wonder 
that  any  of  you  have  escaped.  Well,  we  can  carry  him  to  the 
sick-house,  where  he  will  die.  When  a new  hand  is  taken  this 
way  he  always  dies.** 

4 4 Perhaps  he  will  not  die/*  I said,  44  if  he  is  properly  treat- 
ed. If  he  is  given  nothing  but  this  diet  of  liblollie  and  salt 
beef,  and  nothing  to  drink  but  the  foul  water  oi  the  pond, 
and  no  other  doctor  than  an  ignorant  old  negress,  he  will  surely 
die.** 

• 44  Good  Lord,  man!**  said  the  fellow.  44  What  do  you  ex- 
pect in  this  country?  It  is  the  master*s  loss,  not  mine.  Carry 
him  between  you  to  the  sick-house.** 

So  we  carried  Robin  to  the  sick-house. 

At  home  we  should  account  it  a barn,  being  a great  place 
with  a thatched  roof,  the  windows  open  without  shutter  or  lat- 
tice, the  door  breaking  away  from  its  hinges.  Within  there 
was  a black  lying  on  a pallet,  groaning  most  piteously.  The 
poor  wretch,  for  something  that  he  had  done,  I know  not 
what,  had  his  flesh  cut  to  pieces  with  the  whip.  With  him 
was  an  old  negress,  mumbling  and  mouthing. 

We  laid  Robin  on  another  pallet,  and  covered  him  with  a 
rug. 

44  Now,  man/*  said  the  overseer,  44  leave  him  there,  and 
come  forth  to  your  work.  ** 

44  Nay/*  I said,  44  he  must  not  be  left.  I am  a physician, 
and  I must  stay  beside  him.** 

44  If  he  were  your  son  I would  not  suffer  you  to  stay  with 
him.** 

44  Man!**  I cried.  44  Hast  thou  no  pity?** 

44  Pity!**  The  fellow  grinned.  44  Pity!  quotha.  Pity!  Is 
this  a place  for  pity?  Why, •if  I showed  any  pity  I should  be 
working  beside  you  in  the  fields.  It  is  because  I have  no  pity 
that  I am  overseer.  Look  here  ** — he  showed  me  his  left 
hand,  which  had  been  branded  with  a red-hot  iron.  44  This 
was  done  in  Newgate  seven  years  ago  and  more.  Three  years 
more  I have  to  serve.  That  done,  I may  begin  to  show  some 
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pity;  not  before.  Pity  is  scarce  among  the  drivers  of  Barba- 
does.  As  well  ask  the  beadle  for  pity  when  he  flogs  a ^pren- 
tice. ” 

“ Let  me  go  to  the  master,  then.” 

“ Best  not;  best  not.  Let  this  man  die,  and  keep  yourself 
alive.  The  morning  is  the  worst  time  for  him,  because  last 
nights  drink  is  still  in  his  head.  Likely  as  not  you  will  but 
make  the  sick  man's  case  and  your  own  worse.  Leave  him  in 
the  sick-house,  and  go  back  to  him  in  the  evening.” 

The  man  spoke  with  some  compassion  in  his  eyes.  Just 
then,  however,  a negro  boy  came  running  from  the  house  and 
spoke  to  the  overseer. 

“ Why,”  he  said,  “nothing  could  be  more  pat.  You  can 
speak  to  the  master,  if  you  please.  He  is  in  pain,  and  ma- 
dame  sends  for  Doctor  Humphrey  Challis.  Go,  doctor.  If 
you  cure  him,  you  will  be  a lucky  man.  If  you  can  not  cure 
him,  the  Lord  have  mercy  upon  you!  Whereas,  if  you  suffer 
him  to  die,”  he  added,  with  a grin  and  a whisper,  “ every  man 
on  the  estate  will  fall  down  and  worship  you.  Let  him  die! 
Let  him  die!” 

I followed  the  boy,  who  took  me  to  that  part  of  the  house 
which  fronts  the  west  and  north.  It  was  a mean  house  of 
wood,  low  and  small,  considering  how  wealthy  a man  was  the 
master  of  it;  on  three  sides,  however,  there  was  built  out  a 
kind  of  loggia , as  the  Italians  call  it,  of  wood  instead  of  mar- 
ble, forming  a cloister  or  open  chamber,  outside  the  house. 
They  call  it  a veranda,  and  part  of  it  they  hang  with  mats 
made  of  grass,  so  as  to  keep  it  shaded  in  the  afternoon  and 
evening  when  the  sun  is  in  the  west.  The  boy  brought  me  to 
this  place,  pointed  to  a chair  where  the  master  sat,  and  then 
ran  away  as  quickly  as  he  could. 

It  was  easy  to  understand  why  he  ran  away,  because  the 
master  at  this  moment  sprung  out  of  his  chair  and  began  to 
stamp  up  and  down  the  veranda,  roaring  and  cursing.  He 
was  clad  in  a white  linen  dressing-gown  and  linen  night-cap. 
On  a small  table  beside  him  stood  a bottle  of  beer,  newly 
opened,  and  a silver  tankard. 

When  he  saw  me  he  began  to  swear  at  me  for  my  delay  in 
coming,  though  I had  not  lost  a moment. 

“ Sir,”  I said,  “ if  you  will  cease  railing  and  blaspheming  I 
>vill  examine  into  your  malady.  Otherwise  I will  do  nothing 
for  you.  ” 

“ What?”  he  cried.  “ You  dare  to  make  conditions  with 
me,  you  dog,  you!” 

“ Fair  words,”  I said.  “ Fair  words.  I am  your  servant, 
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to  work  on  your  plantation  as  you  may  command.  I am  not 
your  physician;  and  I promise  you,  sir,  upon  the  honor  of  a 
gentleman,  and  without  using  the  sacred  Name  which  is  so 
often  on  your  lips,  that  if  you  continue  to  rail  at  me  I will 
suffer  you  to  die  rather  than  stir  a little  finger  in  your  help/* 

“ Suffer  the  physician  to  examine  the  place/*  said  a woman* s 
voice.  “ What  good  is  it  to  curse  and  to  swear?** 

The  voice  came  from  a hammock  swinging  at  the  end  of  the 
veranda.  It  was  made,  I observed,  of  a kind  of  coarse  grass 
loosely  woven. 

The  man  sat  down  and  sulkily  bade  me  find  a remedy  for 
the  pain  which  he  was  enduring.  So  I consented,  and  exam- 
ined his  upper  jaw,  where  I soon  found  out  the  cause  of  his 
pain  in  a good-sized  tumor  formed  over  the  fangs  of  a grinder. 
Such  a thing  causes  agony  even  to  a person  of  cool  blood,  but 
to  a man  whose  veins  are  inflamed  with  strong  drink  the  pain 
of  it  is  maddening. 

u You  have  got  a tumor,**  I told  him.  “ It  has  been  form- 
ing for  some  days.  It  has  now  nearly,  or  quite,  reached  its 
head.  It  began  about  the  time  when  you  were  cursing  and 
insulting  certain  unfortunate  gentlemen,  who  are,  for  the 
time,  under  yonr  power.  Take  it,  therefore,  as  a Divine  judg- 
ment upon  you  for  your  cruelty  and  insolence.  ** 

He  glared  at  me  but  said  nothing,  the  hope  of  relief  causing 
him  to  receive  this  admonition  with  patience,  if  not  in  good 
part.  Besides.,  my  finger  was  still  upon  the  spot,  and  if  I so 
much  as  pressed  gently  I could  cause  him  agony  unspeakable. 
Truly  the  power  of  the  physician  is  great. 

“ The  pain,**  I told  him,  “ is  already  grown  almost  intoler- 
able. But  it  will  be  much  greater  in  a few  hours  unless  some- 
thing is  done.  It  is  now  like  unto  a little  ball  of  red-hot  fire 
in  your  jaw;  in  an  hour  or  two  it  will  seem  as  if  the  whole  of 
your  face  was  a burning  fiery  furnace;  your  cheek  will  swell 
out  until  your  left  eye  is  closed;  your  tortures,  which  now 
make  you  bawl,  will  then  make  you  scream;  you  now  walk 
about  and  stamp;  you  will  then  lie  down  on  your  back  and 
kick.  No  negro  slave  ever  suffered  half  so  much  under  your 
accursed  lash  as  you  will  suffer  under  this  tumor — unless  some- 
thing is  done.** 

“ Doctor  ** — it  was  again  the  woman*s  voice  from  the  ham- 
mock— “ you  have  frightened  him  enough.** 

“ Strong  drink,**  I went  on,  pointing  to  the  tankard,  “ will 
only  make  you  worse.  It  inflames  your  blood  and  adds  fuel 
to  the  raging  fire.  Unless  something  is  done  the  pain  will  be 
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followed  by  delirium;  that  by  fever,  and  the  fever  by  death. 
Sir,  are  you  prepared  for  death?” 

He  tuyned  horribly  pale  and  gasped. 

“ Do  something  for  me!”  he  said.  “ Do  something  for  me, 
and  that  without  more  words!” 

“ Nay;  but  I will  first  make  a bargain  with  you.  There  is 
in  the  sick-house  a gentleman,  my  cousin — Robin  Challis  by 
name — one  of  the  newly  arrived  rebels,  and  your  servant.  He 
is  lying  sick  unto  death  of  a sunstroke  and  fever  caused  by 
your  hellish  cruelty  in  sending  him  out  to  work  on  the  fields 
with  the  negroes,  instead  of  putting  him  to  light  labor  in  the 
ingenio  or  elsewhere.  I say,  his  sickness  is  caused  by  your 
barbarity.  Wherefore  I will  do  nothing  for  you  at  all — do  you 
hear?  Nothing!  nothing!  unless  I am  set  free  to  do  all  I can 
for  him.  Yea;  and  I must  have  such  cordials  and  generous 
diet  as  the  place  can  afford,  otherwise  I will  not  stir  a finger  to 
help  you.  Otherwise — endure  the  torments  of  the  damned; 
rave  in  madness  and  in  fever.  Die  and  go  to  your  own  place. 
I will  not  help  you.  So;  that  is  my  last  word.” 

Upon  this  I really  thought  that  the  man  had  gone  stark, 
staring  mad;  for,  at  the  impudence  of  a mere  servant  (though 
a gentleman  of  far  better  family  than  his  own)  daring  to  make 
conditions  to  him,  he  became  purple  in  the  cheeks,  and  seizing 
his  great  stick  which  lay  on  the  table,  he  began  belaboring  me 
with  all  his  might  about  the  head  and  shoulders;  but  I caught 
up  a chair  and  used  it  for  a shield  while  he  capered  about, 
striking  wildly  and  swearing  most  horribly. 

At  this  moment  the  lady  who  was  in  the  hammock  stepped 
out  of  it  and  walked  toward  us  slowly  like  a queen.  She  was 
without  any  doubt  the  most  beautiful  woman  I had  ever  seen. 
She  was  dressed  in  a kind  of  dressing-gown  of  flowered  silk, 
which  covered  her  frtfm  head  to  foot:  her  head  was  adorned 
with  the  most  lovely  glossy  black  ringlets;  a heavy  gold  chain 
lay  round  her  neck,  and  a chain  of  gold  with  pearls  was  twined 
in  her  hair,  so  that  it  looked  like  a coronet;  her  fingers  were 
covered  with  rings,  and  gold  bracelets  hung  upon  her  bare 
white  arms.  Her  figure  was  tall  and  full;  her  face  inclined  to 
the  Spanish,  being  full  and  yet  regular,  with  large  black  eyes. 
Though  I was  fighting  with  a madman,  I could  not  resist  the 
wish  that  I could  paint  her;  and  I plainly  perceived  that  she 
was  one  of  that  race  which  is  called  quadroon,  being  most  like- 
ly the  daughter  of  a mulatto  woman  and  a white  father.  This 
was  evident  by  the  character  of  her  skin,  which  had  in  it  what 
the  Italians  call  the  morMdezza , and  by  a certain  dark  hue 
undei  the  eyes. 
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“ Why/*  she  said,  speaking  to  the.  master  as  if  he  had  been 
a petulant  school-boy,  “ you  only  make  yourself  worse  by  all 
this  fury.  Sit  down,  and  lay  aside  your  stick.  And  you,  sir  ** 
— she  addressed  herself  tome — “ you  may  be  a great  physician, 
and  at  home  a gentleman,  but  here  you  are  a servant,  and 
therefore  bound  to  help  your  master  in  all  you  can  without 
first  making  conditions/* 

“ I know  too  well/*  I replied.  “ He  bought  me  as  his  serv- 
ant, but  not  as  his  physician.  I will  not  heal  him  without  my 
fee;  and  my  fee  is  that  my  sick  cousin  be  attended  to  with 
humanity.  ** 

“ Take  him  away!’*  cried  the  master,  beside  himself  with 
rage.  “ Clap  him  in  the  stocks!  Let  him  sit  there  all  day 
long  in  the  sun!  He  shall  have  nothing  to  eat  or  to  drink! 
In  the  evening  he  shall  be  flogged!  If  it  was  the  Duke  of 
Monmouth  himself,  he  should  be  tied  up  and  flogged!  Where 
the  devil  ^re  the  servants?** 

A great  hulking  negro  came  running. 

“ You  have  now/*  I told  him,  quietly,  tfc  permitted  yourself 
to  be  inflamed  with  violent  rage.  The  pain  will  therefore 
more  rapidly  increase.  When  it  becomes  intolerable  you  will 
be  glad  to  send  for  me.** 

The  negro  dragged  me  away  (but  I made  no  resistance),  and 
led  me  to  the  court-yard,  where  stood  the  stocks  and  a whip- 
ping-post. He  pointed  to  the  latter  with  a horrid  grin,  and 
then  laid  me  fast  in  the  former.  Fortunately  he  left  me  my 
hat,  otherwise  the  hot  sun  would  have  made  an  end  of  me.  I 
was,  however,  quite  easy  in  my  mind.  I knew  that  this  poor 
wretch,  who  already  suffered  so  horribly,  would  before  long 
feel  in  that  jaw  of  his,  as  it  were,  a ball  of  fire.  He  would 
drink  in  order  to  deaden  the  pain ; but  the  wine  would  only 
make  the  agony  more  horrible.  Then  he  would  be  forced  to 
send  for  me. 

This,  in  fact,  was  exactly  what  he  did. 

I sat  in  those  abominable  stocks  for  no  more  than  an  hour. 
Then  madame  herself  came  to  me,  followed  by  the  negro  fel- 
low who  had  locked  my  heels  in  those  two  holes. 

“ He  is  now  much  worse/*  she  said.  “ He  is  now  in  pain 
that  can  not  be  endured.  Canst  thou  truly  relieve  his  suffer- 
ing?** 

“ Certainly  I can.  But  on  conditions.  My  cousin  will  die 
if  he  is  neglected.  Suffer  me  to  minister  to  his  needs.  Give 
him  what  1 want  for  him  and  I will  cure  your  ** — I did  not 
know  whether  I might  say  “ your  husband/*  so  I changed  the 
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words  into — “ my  master.  After  that  I will  cheerfully  endure 
again  his  accursed  cruelty  of  the  fields.” 

She  bade  the  negro  unloci  the  bar. 

“ Come,”  she  said.  “ Let  us  hear  no  more  about  any  bar- 
gains. I will  see  to  it  that  you  are  able  to  attend  to  your 
cousin.  Nay,  there  is  an  unfortunate  young  gentlewoman 
here,  a rebel,  and  a servant  like  yourself — for  the  last  week 
she  doth  nothing  but  weep  for  the  misfortunes  of  her  friends — 
meaning  you  and  your  company.  I will  ask  her  to  nurse  the 
sick  man.  She  will  desire  nothing  better,  being  a most  ten- 
der-hearted woman.  And  as  for  you,  it  will  be  easy  for  you  to 
look  after  your  cousin  and  your  master  at  the  same  time.” 

“ Then,  madame,”  I replied,  66  take  me  to  him,  and  I will 
speedily  do  all  I can  to  relieve  him.” 

I found  my  patient  in  a condition  of  mind  and  body  most 
dangerous.  I wondered  that  he  had  not  already  fallen  into  a 
fit,  so  great  was  his  wrath  and  so  dreadful  his  pain.  He  rolled 
his  eyes;  his  cheeks  were  purple;  he  clinched  his  fists;  he 
would  have  gnashed  his  teeth  but  for  the  pain  in  his  jaws. 

“ Make  yourself  easy,”  said  madame.  “ This  learned  phy- 
sician will  cause  your  pain  to  cease.  I have  talked  with  him 
and  put  him  into  a better  mind.” 

The  master  shook  his  head  as  much  as  to  say  that  a better 
mind  would  hardly  be  arrived  at  without  the  assistance  of  the 
whipping-post;  but  the  emergency  of  the  case  prevented  that 
indulgence.  Briefly,  therefore,  I took  out  my  lancet  and 
pierced  the  place,  which  instantly  relieved  the  pain.  Then  I 
placed  him  in  bed,  bled  him  copiously,  and  forbade  his  taking 
anything  stronger  than  small-beer.  Freedom  from  pain  and 
exhaustion  presently  caused  him  to  fall  into  a deep  and  tran- 
quil sleep.  After  all  this  was  done  I was  anxious  to  see  Bobin. 

“ Madame,”  I said,  “ I have  now  done  all  I can.  He  will 
awake  at  noon,  I dare  say.  Give  him  a little  broth,  but  not 
much.  There  is  danger  of  fever.  You  had  better  call  me 
again  when  he.  awakes.  Warn  him  solemnly  that  rage,  re- 
venge, cursing  and  beating  must  be  all  postponed  until  such 
time  as  he  is  stronger.  I go  to  visit  my  cousin  in  the  sick- 
house,  where  I await  your  commands.” 

“ Sir,”  she  said,  courteously,  I can  not  sufficiently  thank 
your  skill  and  zeal.  You  will  find  the  nurse  of  whom  I spoke 
in  the  sick-house  with  your  cousin.  She  took  with  her  some 
cordial,  and  will  tell  me  what  else  you  order  for  your  patient. 
I hope  your  cousin  may  recover.  But,  indeed — ” she  stopped 
and  sighed. 

“ You  would  say,  madame,  that  it  would  be  better  for  him 
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and  for  us  all  to  die.  Perhaps  so.  But  we  must  not  choose 
to  die,  but  rather  strive  to  live,  as  more  in  accordance  with  the 
Word  of  God.” 

“ The  white  "servants  had  been  hitherto  the  common  rogues 
and  thieves  and  sweepings  of  your  English  streets,”  she  said. 
“ Sturdy  rogues  are  they  all,  who  fear  naught  but  the  lash, 
and  have  nothing  of  tenderness  left  but  tender  skins.  They 
rob  and  steal;  they  will  not  work,  save  by  compulsion;  they 
are  far  worse  than  the  negroes  for  laziness  and  drunkenness. 
I know  not  why  they  are  sent  out,  or  why  the  planters  buy 
them,  when  the  blacks  do  so  much  better  serve  their  turn,  and 
they  can  without  reproach  beat  and  flog  the  negroes,  while  to 
flog  and  beat  the  whites  is  by  some  accounted  cruel.” 

“ All  this,  madame,  is  doubtless  true;  but  my  friends  are 
not  the  sweepings  of  the  street.” 

“ No;  but  you  are  treated  as  if  you  were.  It  is  a new  thing 
having  gentlemen  among  the  servants,  and  the  planters  are 
not  yet  accustomed  to  them.  They  are  a masterful  and  a 
willful  folk,  the  planters  of  Barbadoes;  from  childhood  upward 
they  have  their  own  way,  and  brook  not  opposition.  You 
have  seen  into  what  a madness  of  wrath  you  threw  the  master 
by  your  opposition.  Believe  me,  sir,  the  place  is  not  whole- 
some for  you  and  for  your  friends.  The  master  looks  to  get  a 
profit  not  from  your  labor,  but  by  your  ransom.  Sir  ” — she 
looked  me  very  earnestly  in  the  face — “ if  you  have  friends  at 
home — if  you  have  any  friends  at  all — entreat  them — com- 
mand them — immediately  to  send  money  for  your  ransom.  It 
will  not  cost  them  much.  If  you  do  not  get  the  money  you 
will  most  assuredly  die,  with  the  life  that  you  will  have  to  live. 
All  the  white  servants  die  except  the  very  strongest  and  lusti- 
est. Whether  they  work  in  the  fields,  or  in  the  garden,  or  in 
the  ingenio,  or  in  the  stables,  they  die.  They  can  not  endure 
the  hot  sun  and  the  hard  fare.  They  presently  catch  fever,  or 
a calenture,  or  a cramp,  and  so  they  die.  This  young  gentle- 
woman who  is  now  with  your  cousin  will  presently  fall  into 
melancholy  and  die.  There  is  no  help  for  her,  or  for  you — be- 
lieve me,  sir — there  is  no  hope  but  to  get  your  freedom.”  She 
broke  off  here,  and  never  at  any  other  time  spoke  to  me  again 
upon  this  subject. 

In  three  weeks’  time,  indeed,  we  were  to  regain  our  free- 
dom, but  not  in  the  way  madame  imagined. 

Before  I go  on  to  tell  of  the  wonderful  surprise  which  await- 
ed me  I must  say  that  there  was,  after  this  day,  no  more  any 
question  about  the  field-work  for  me.  In  this  island,  then, 
there  was  a great  scarcity  of  physicians — nay,  there  were  none 
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, properly  qualified  to  call  themselves  physicians,  though  a few 
quacks.  The  sick  servants  on  the  estates  were  attended  by  the 
negresses,  some  of  whom  have,  I confess,  a wonderful  knowl- 
edge of  herbs — in  which  respect  they  may  be  likened  to  our 
countrywomen,  who,  for  fevers,  agues,  toothache,  and  the  like, 
are  as  good  as  any  physicians  in  the  world.  It  was  therefore 
speedily  rumored  abroad  that  there  was  a physician  upon  my 
master's  estate,  whereupon  there  was  immediately  a great  de- 
mand for  his  services;  and  henceforth  I went  daily,  with  the 
master's  consent,  to  visit  the  sick  people  on  the  neighboring 
estates — nay,  I was  even  called  upon  by  his  Excellency  the 
Lieutenant-Governor  himself,  Mr.  Steed,  for  a complaint  from 
which  he  suffered.  And  I not  only  gave  advice  and  medicines, 
but  I also  received  a fee  just  as  if  I had  been  practicing  in 
London.  But  the  fees  went  to  my  master,  who  took  them  all, 
and  offered  me  no  better  diet  than  before.  That,  however, 
mattered  little,  because  wherever  I went  I asked  for,  and 
always  received,  food  of  a more  generous  kind  and  a glass  or 
two  of  wine,  so  that  I fared  well  and  kept  my  health  during 
the  short  time  that  we  remained  upon  the  island.  I had  also 
to  thank  madame  for  many  a glass  of  Madeira,  dish  of  cocoa, 
plate  of  fruit,  and  other  things,  not  only  for  my  patient  Bobin, 
but  also  for  myself,  and  for  another,  of  whom  I have  now  to 
speak. 

When,  therefore,  the  master  was  at  length  free  from  pain 
and  in  a comfortable  sleep,  I left  him,  with  madame's  permis- 
sion, and  sought  the  sick-house  in  a most  melancholy  mood, 
because  I believed  that  Bobin  would  surely  die,  whatever  I 
should  do.  And  I confess  that,  having  had  but  little  experi- 
ence of  sunstroke  and  the  kind  of  fever  which  followeth  upon 
it,  and  having  no  books  to  consult  and  no  medicine  at  hand,  I 
knew  not  what  I could  do  for  him.  And  the  boasted  skill  of 
the  physician,  one  must  confess,  availeth  little  against  a dis- 
ease which  hath  once  laid  hold  upon  a man.  'Tis  better  for 
him  so  to  order  the  lives  of  his  patients  while  they  are  well  as 
to  prevent  disease,  just  as  those  who  dwell  beside  an  unruly 
river  (as  I have  seen  upon  the  great  Biver  Bhone)  build  up  a 
high  levee,  or  bank,  over  which  it  can  not  pass. 

In  the  sick-house  the  floor  was  of  earth  without  boards; 
there  was  no  other  furniture  but  two  or  three  wooden  pallets, 
on  each  a coarse  mattress  with  a rug;  and  all  was  horribly 
filthy,  unwashed,  and  foul.  Beside  the  pallet  where  Bobin  lay 
there  knelt,  praying,  a woman  with  her  head  in  her  hands. 
Heavens!  there  was,  then,  in  this  dark  and  heathenish  place 
one  woman  who  still  remembered  her  Maker! 
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Robin  was  awake.  His  restless  eyes  rolled  about;  his  hands 
clutched  uneasily  at  his  blanket;  and  he  was  talking.  Alas! 
the  poor  brain,  disordered  and  wandering,  carried  him  back  to 
the  old  village.  He  was  at  home  again  in  imagination,  though 
we  were  so  far  away.  Yea;  he  had  crossed  the  broad  Atlantic, 
and  was  in  fair  Somerset,  among  the  orchards  and  the  hills. 
And  only  to  hear  him  talk,  the  tears  rolled  down  my  cheeks. 

“ Grace, ” he  said.  Alas!  he  thought  that  he  was  again 
with  the  sweet  companion  of  his  youth.  “ Grace,  the  nuts 
are  ripe  in  the  woods.  We  will  to-morrow  take  a basket  and 
go  gather  them.  Benjamin  shall  not  come  to  spoil  sport. 
Besides,  he  would  want  to  eat  them  all  himself.  Humphrey 
shall  come,  and  you  and  I.  That  will  be  enough.  ” 

Then  his  thoughts  changed  again.  “ Oh,  my  dear,”  he  said 
— in  a moment  he  had  passed  over  ten  years,  and  was  now  with 
his  mistress,  a child  no  longer.  “ My  dear,  thou  hast  so  sweet 
a face.  Nowhere  in  the  whole  world  is  there  so  sweet  a face. 
I have  always  loved  thy  face;  not  a day  but  it  has  been  in  my 
mind — always  my  love,  my  sweetheart,  my  soul,  my  life.  My 
dear,  we  will  never  leave  the  country;  we  want  no  grandeur  of 
rank,  and  state,  and  town;  we  will  always  continue  here.  Old 
age  shall  find  us  lovers  still.  Death  can  not  part  us,  oh,  my 
dear,  save  for  a little  while — and  then  sweet  Heaven  will  unite 
us  again  to  love  each  other  forever  and  forever — ” 

“Oh,  Robin!  Robin!  Robin!” 

I knew  that  voice.  Oh,  heavens!  was  I dreaming?  Was  I, 
too,  wandering?  Were  we  all  back  in  Somerset? 

For  the  voice  was  none  other  than  the  voice  of  Grace  herself! 


CHAPTER  XLII. 

GRACE. 

“ Grace!”  I cried. 

She  rose  from  her  knees  and  turned  to  meet  me.  Her  face 
was  pale;  her  eyes  were  heavy,  and  they  were  full  of  tears. 

“ Grace!” 

“ I saw  you  when  you  came  here,  a week  ago,”  she  said. 
‘ ‘ Oh,  Humphrey,  I saw  you,  and  I was  ashamed  to  let  you 
know  that  I was  here.” 

“ Ashamed?  My  dear,  ashamed?  But  how? — why? — what 
dost  thou  here?” 

“ How  could  I meet  RobiiFs  eyes  after  what  I had  done?” 

“ It  was  done  for  him,  and  for  his  mother,  and  for  all  of  us. 
Poor  child,  there  is  no  reason  to  be  ashamed.  ” 
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cc  And  now  I meet  him  and  he  is  in  a fever,  and  his  mind 
wanders;  he  knows  me  not.” 

“ He  is  sorely  stricken,  Grace;  I know  not  how  the  disease 
may  end,  mind  and  body  are  sick  alike.  For  the  mind  I can 
do  nothing;  for  the  body  I can  do  but  little;  yet  with  cleanli- 
ness and  good  food  we  may  help  him  to  mend.  But  tell  me, 
child,  in  the  name  of  Heaven,  how  earnest  thou  in  this  place?” 

But  before  anything  she  would  attend  to  the  sick  man,  And 
presently  she  brought  half  a dozen  negresses,  who  cleaned  and 
swept  the  place,  and  sheets  were  fetched  and  a linen  shirt,  in 
which  we  dressed  our  patient,  with  such  other  things  as  we 
could  devise  for  his  comfort.  Then  I bathed  his  head  with 
cold  water,  continually  changing  his  bandages  so  as  to  keep 
him  cool;  and  I took  some  blood  from  him,  but  not  much, 
because  he  was  greatly  reduced  by  bad  food  and  hard  work. 

When  he  was  a little  easier  we  talked.  But  heavens!  to 
think  of  the  villainy  which  had  worked  its  will  upon  this  poor 
child ! As  if  it  was  not  enough  that  she  should  be  forced  to  fly 
from  a man  who  had  so  strangely  betrayed  her,  and  as  if  it 
was  not  enough  that  she  should  be  robbed  of  all  her  money — 
but  she  must  also  be  put  on  board,  falsely  and  treacherously, 
as  one,  like  ourselves,  sentenced  to  ten  years*  servitude  on  the 
Plantations!  For,  indeed,  I knew  and  was  quite  certain  that 
none  of  the  Maids  of  Taunton  were  thus  sent  abroad.  It  was 
notorious,  before  we  were  sent  away,  that,  with  the  exception 
of  Susan  Blake,  who  died  of  jail-fever  at  Dorchester,  all  the 
maids  were  given  to  the  queen’s  ladies,  and  by  them  suffered 
to  go  free  on  the  payment  by  their  parents  of  thirty  or  forty 
pounds  apiece.  And  as  for  Grace,  she  was  a stranger  in  the 
place,  and  it  was  not  known  that  she  had  joined  that  un- 
fortunate procession.  So  that  if  ever  a man  was  kidnapper 
and  villain,  that  man  was  George  Penne. 

It  behooves  a physician  to  keep  his  mind  under  all  circum- 
stances calm  and  composed.  He  must  not  suffer  himself  to  be 
carried  away  by  passion,  by  rage,  hatred,  or  even  anxiety. 
Yet  I confess  that  my  mind  was  clean  distracted  by  the  discov- 
ery that  Grace  herself  was  with  us,  a prisoner  like  ourselves; 
I was,  I say,  distracted,  our  could  I tell  what  to  think  of  this 
event  and  its  consequences.  For,  to  begin  with,  the  poor  child 
was  near  those  who  would  protect  her.  But  what  kind  of  pro- 
tection could  be  given  by  such  helpless  slaves?  Then  was  she 
beyond  her  husband’s  reach;  he  would  not,  it  was  quite  cer- 
tain, get  possession  of  her  at  this  vast  distance.  So  far  she 
was  safe.  But  then  the  master,  who  looked  to  make  a profit 
by  her,  as  he  looked  to  make  a profit  by  us — through  the  rail- 
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som  of  her  friends!  She  had  no  friends  to  ransom  her.  There 
was  but  one,  the  rector,  and  he  was  her  husband’s  father. 
The  time  would  come  when  the  avarice  of  the  master  would 
make  him  do  or  threaten  something  barbarous  toward  her. 
Then  she  had  found  favor  with  madame,  this  beautiful  mulatto 
woman,  whom  Grace  innocently  supposed  to  be  the  master’s 
wife.  And  there  was  the  young  planter  who  wished  to  buy  her 
with  • the  honorable  intention  of  marrying  her.  In  short,  I 
knew  not  what  to  think  or  to  say,  because  at  one  moment  it 
seemed  as  if  it  was  the  most  providential  thing  in  the  world 
that  Grace  should  have  been  brought  here,  and  the  next  mo- 
ment it  seemed  as  if  her  presence  only  magnified  our  evils. 

“ Nay,”  she  said,  when  I opened  my  mind  to  her,  “ seeing 
that  the  world  is  so  large,  what  but  a special  ruling  of  Provi- 
dence could  have  brought  us  all  to  this  same  island,  out  of  the 
whole  multitude  of  isles — and  then  again  to  this  same  estate 
out  of  so  many?  Humphrey,  your  faith  was  wont  to  be 
stronger.  I believe — nay,  I am  quite  sure — that  it  was  for  the 
strengthening  and  help  of  all  alike  that  this  hath  been  or- 
dained. First,  it  enables  me  to  nurse  my  poor  Robin — mine, 
alas!  no  longer!  Yet  must  I still  love  him  as  long  as  I have  a 
heart  to  beat.” 

Love  him  always^  child,”  I said.  “ This  is  no  sin  to  love 
the  companion  of  thy  childhood,  thy  sweetheart,  from  whom 
thou  wast  torn  by  the  most  wicked  treachery  ” — but  could  say 
no  more,  because  the  contemplation  of  that  sweet  face,  now  so 
mournful,  yet  so  patient,  made  my  voice  to  choke  and  my  eyes 
to  fill  with  tears.  Said  I not  that  a physician  must  still  keep 
his  mind  free  from  all  emotion? 

All  that  day  I conversed  with  her.  We  agreed  that  for  the 
present  she  should  neither  acknowledge  nor  conceal  the*  truth 
from  madame,  upon  whose  good-will  were  now  placed  all  our 
hopes.  That  is  to  say,  if  madame  questioned  her  she  was  to 
acknowledge  that  we  were  her  former  friends;  but  if  madame 
neither  suspected  anything  nor  asked  her  anything,  she  should 
keep  the  matter  to  herself.  She  told  me  during  this  day  all 
that  had  happened  unto  her  since  I saw  her  last,  when  we 
marched  out  of  Taunton.  Among  other  things  I heard  of  the 
woman  called  Deb,  who  was  now  working  in  the  cane  fields 
(she  was  one  of  a company  whose  duty  it  was  to  weed  the 
canes).  In  the  evening  this  woman,  when  the  people  returned, 
came  to  the  sick-house.  She  was  a great  strapping  woman, 
stronger  than  most  men.  She  was  dressed,  like  all  the  women 
on  the  estate,  in  a smock  and  petticoat,  with  a thick  coif  to 
keep  off  the  sun,  and  a pair  of  strong  shoes. 
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She  came  to  help  her  mistress,  as  she  fondly  called  Grace. 
She  wanted  to  sit  up  and  watch  the  sick  man,  so  that  her  mis- 
tress might  go  to  sleep.  But  Grace  refused.  Then  this  faith- 
ful creature  rolled  herself  up  in  her  rug  and  laid  herself  at  the 
door,  so  that  no  one  should  go  in  or  out  without  stepping  over 
her.  And  so  she  fell  asleep. 

Then  we  began  our  night-watch,  and  talked  in  whispers  sit- 
ting by  the  bedside  of  the  fevered  man.  Presently,  I forgot 
the  wretchedness  of  our  condition,  the  place  where  we  were, 
our  hopeless,  helpless  lot,  our  anxieties  and  our  fears,  in  the 
joy  and  happiness  of  once  more  conversing  with  my  mistress. 
She  spoke  to  me  after  the  manner  of  the  old  days,  but  with 
more  seriousness,  about  the  marvelous  workings  of  the  Lord 
among  His  people;  and  presently  we  began  to  talk  of  the  music 
which  we  loved  to  play,  and  how  the  sweet  concord  and  har- 
mony of  the  notes  lifts  up  the  soul;  and  of  pictures  and  paint- 
ing, and  Mr.  BoscorePs  drawings,  and  my  own  poor  attempts, 
and  my  studies  in  the  schools,  and  so  forth,  as  if  my  life  was, 
indeed,  but  just  beginning,  and,  instead  of  the  Monmouth  cap 
and  the  canvas  breeches  and  common  shirt,  I was  once  more 
arrayed  in  velvet,  with  a physician's  wig  and  a gold-headed 
cane. 

Lastly  she  prayed,  entreating  merciful  Heaven  to  bestow 
health  of  mind  and  enlargement  of  body  to  the  sick  man  upon 
the  bed,  and  her  brother,  and  her  dear  friend  (meaning  my- 
self), and  to  all  poor  sufferers  for  religion;  and  she  asked  that, 
as  it  had  been  permitted  that  she  should  be  taken  from  her 
earthly  lover  by  treachery,  so  it  might  now  be  granted  to  her 
to  lay  down  her  life  for  his,  so  that  he  might  go  free  and  she 
die  in  his  place. 

Through  the  open  window  I saw  the  four  stars  which  make 
the  constellation  they  call  the  “ Cruseroes,"  being  like  a cross 
fixed  in  the  heavens.  The  night  was  still,  and  there  was  no 
sound  save  the  shrill  noise  of  the  cigala,  which  is  here  as  shrill 
as  in  Padua.  Slave  and  master,  bondman  and  free,  were  all 
asleep  save  in  this  house,  where  Robin  rolled  his  heavy  head, 
and  murmured  without  ceasing,  and  Grace  communed  with 
her  God.  Surely,  surely,  I thought,  here  was  no  room  for 
doubt?  This  my  mistress  had  been  brought  here  by  the  hand 
of  God  Himself,  to  be  as  an  angel  or  messenger  of  His  own, 
for  our  help  and  succor — happily  for  our  spiritual  help  alone, 
seeing  that  no  longer  was  there  any  help  from  man. 
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CHAPTER  XLIII. 

BARHABY  HEARS  THE  HEWS. 

The  master,  my  patient,  got  up  from  his  bed  m a few  days, 
somewhat  pale  and  weak  after  his  copious  blood-letting  and 
the  drastic  medicines  with  which  I purged  the  grossness  of  his 
habit  and  expelled  the  noxious  humors  caused  by  his  many 
intemperances.  These  had  greatly  injured  what  we  call — be- 
cause we  know  not  what  it  is  nor  what  else  to  call  it — the  pure 
volatile  spirit,  and,  so  to  speak,  turned  sour  the  humor  radi- 
calis — the  sweet  oil  and  balsamical  virtues  of  the  body.  1 gave 
him  such  counsel  as  was  fitting  for  his  case,  admonishing  him 
urgently  to  abstain  from  strong  liquors,  except  in  their  moder- 
ate use;  to  drink  only  after  his  meals;  to  keep  his  head  cool 
and  sober;  and  above  all  things  to  repress  and  govern  his 
raging  temper,  which  would  otherwise  most  certainly  catch 
him  by  the  throat  like  some  fierce  and  invisible  devil  and 
throw  him  into  a fit,  and  so  kill  him.  I told  him  also  what 
might  be  meant  by  the  Wise  Man,  who  certainly  thought  of 
all  the  bearings  which  his  words  could  have,  when  he  said  that 
one  who  is  slow  to  wrath  is  of  great  understanding,  namely, 
that  many  men  do  throw  away  their  lives  by  falling  into  ex- 
cessive fits  of  rage.’ 

For  a day  or  two  he  followed  my  injunctions,  taking  a 
tankard  of  small  ale  to  his  breakfast,  the  same  quantity  with 
his  dinner,  a pint  of  Madeira  for  his  supper,  and  a sober  glass 
or  two  before  going  to  bed.  But  when  he  grew  well  his 
brother  planters  came  round  him  again,  the  drinking  was  re- 
newed, and  in  the  morning  I would  find  him  again  with 
parched  throat,  tongue  dry,  and  shaking  hand,  ready  to  be- 
labor, to  curse,  and  to  rail  at  everybody.  If  one  wanted  an 
example  for  the  young  how  strong  drink  biteth  like  a serpent 
and  stingeth  like  an  adder,  here  was  a case  the  sight  of  which 
might  have  caused  all  young  men  to  forswear  drunkenness. 
Alas!  there  are  plenty  of  such  examples  to  be  seen  in  every 
part  of  England;  yet  the  younger  men  still  continue  to  drink, 
and  that,  I think,  worse  than  their  fathers.  This  man,  how- 
ever, who  was  not  yet  five-and-thirty,  in  the  prime  of  strong 
and  healthy  manhood,  had  his  finger  joints  swollen  and  stony 
from  taking  much  wine;  he  commonly  eat  but  little  meat, 
craving  continually  for  more  drink;  and  his  understanding, 
which  was  by  nature,  I doubt  not,  clear  and  strong,  was  now 
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brutish  and  stupid.  Thinking  over  this  man  and  the  power, 
even  unto  death,  which  he  possessed  over  his  servants  and 
slaves,  the  words  came  into  my  mind:  “ It  is  not  for  Kings, 

0 Lemuel;  it  is  not  for  Kings  to  drink  wine,  nor  for  Princes 
strong  drink/7 

Nay,  more,  and  this  I say  knowing  that  many  godly  men 
will  not  agree  with  me,  I am  fully  persuaded  that  there  is  no 
man  in  the  whole  world  so  good  and  strong  in  virtue  and 
religion  that  he  should  be  suffered  to  become  the  master  or 
despot  over  any  other  man,  even  over  a company  of  poor  and 
ignorant  blacks,  or  a gang  of  transported  thieves.  When  I 
think  of  those  unhappy  people,  driven  forth  in  tile  morning, 
heavy  eyed  and  downcast,  to  the  hard  day's  work;  and  when 

1 remember  how  they  crept  home  at  night,  after  being  driven, 
cursed,  and  beaten  all  day  long;  and  when  I think  upon  their 
drivers,  overseers,  and  masters,  and  of  their  hard  and  callous 
hearts — I am  moved  to  cry  aloud,  if  any  would  hear  me,  that 
to  be  a slave  is  wretched  indeed;  but  that  to  own  and  to  drive 
slaves  should  be  a thing  most  dangerous  for  any  who  would 
continue  a member  of  Christ's  Church. 

When  I told  Barnaby  the  surprising  news  that  his  sister  was 
not  only  safe,  but  was  a servant  like  ourselves  upon  the  same 
estate,  I looked  that  he  would  rejoice.  On  the  contrary,  he 
fell  into  a strange  mood,  swearing  at  this  ill  stroke,  as  he 
called  it.  He  said  that  he  never  had  the  least  doubt  as  to  her 
safety,  seeing  there  were  so  many  in  the  West  Country  who 
knew  and  respected  her  father,  and  would  willingly  shelter 
her.  Then  he  dwelt  upon  certain  evils — of  which,  I confess, 
I had  thought  little — which  might  befall  her.  And  lastly  he 
set  forth  with  great  plainness  the  increased  dangers  in  escaping 
when  one  has  to  carry  a woman  or  a wounded  man — a thing, 
he  pointed  out,  which  had  caused  his  own  capture  after 
Sedgemoor. 

“ Last  Saturday  night/'  he  said,  “ while  you  were  sleeping 
I made  my  way  to  the  port,  and  having  a few  shillings  left,  I 
sought  out  a tavern.  There  is  one  hard  by  the  bridge,  a house 
of  call  for  sailors,  where  I had  the  good  fortune  to  find  a fel- 
low who  can  do  for  us  all  we  want — if  his  money  hold  out, 
which  I doubt.  He  is  a carver  by  trade,  and  a convict  like 
ourselves;  but  he  is  permitted  by  his  master  to  work  at  his 
trade  in  the  town.  He  hath  been,  it  is  true,  branded  in  the 
hand;  but.  Lord!  what  signifies  that?  He  was  once  a thief — 
well,  he  is  now  an  honest  lad  again,  who  asks  for  nothing  but 
to  get  home  again.  John  Nuthall  is  his  name." 
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“ Go  on,  Barnaby.  We  are  already  in  such  good  company 
that  another  rogue  or  two  matters  little.” 

“ This  man  came  here  secretly  last  night,  while  you  were  in 
the  sick-house.  He  is  very  hot  upon  getting  away.  And  be- 
cause I am  a sailor  and  can  navigate  a craft,  which  he  can  not 
do,  he  will  take  with  him  not  only  myself,  but  also  all  my 
party.  Now  listen,  Humphrey.  He  hath  bought  a boat  of  a 
Guinea  man  in  the  harbor;  and  because,  to  prevent  the  escape 
of  servants,  every  boat  is  licensed  and  her  owner  has  to  give 
security  to  the  Governors  officers,  he  hath  taken  this  boat 
secretly  up  a little  creek  of  which  he  knows,  and  hath  there 
sunk  her  three  feet  deep.  The  masts,  the  sails,  the  oars,  and 
the  other  gear  he  hath  also  safely  bestowed  in  a secret  place. 
But  we  can  not  sail  without  water,  provisions,  nor  without  a 
compass  at  least.  If  our  party  is  to  consist  of  sister,  Robin, 
you,  John  Nuthall,  and  myself — five  in  all — we  shall  have  to 
load  the  boat  with  provisions,  and  I must  have  a compass.  I 
looked  for  a boatful  with  ourselves  and  John  Nuthall,  Now 
we  have  Sis  as  well;  and  the  boat  is  but  small.  Where  shall 
we  get  provisions?  and  where  shall  we  lay  our  hands  upon  the 
money  to  buy  what  we  want?” 

He  could  talk  of  nothing  else,  because  his  mind  was  full  of 
his  plan.  Yet  it  seemed  to  me  a most  desperate  enterprise, 
thus  to  launch  a small  boat  upon  the  wide  ocean,  and  in  this 
cockle-shell  to  brave  the  waves  which  are  often  fatal  to  the 
tallest  ships. 

“ Tut,  man,”  said  Barnaby.  “ We  are  not  now  in  the  sea- 
son of  the  tornadoes,  and  there  is  no  other  danger  upon  these 
seas.  I would  as  lief  be  in  an  open  boat  as  in  a brigantine. 
Sharks  may  follow  us,  but  they  will  not  attack  a boat;  cala- 
maries  they  talk  of,  big  enough  to  lay  their  arms  round  the 
boat  and  so  to  drag  it  under;  but  such  monsters  have  I never 
seen,  any  more  than  I have  seen  the  great  whale  of  Norway  or 
the  monstrous  birds  of  the  Southern  Seas.  There  is  only  one 
danger,  Humphrey,  my  lad.”  Here  he  laid  his  hand  upon 
mine,  and  became  mighty  serious.  “ If  we  are  taken  we  shall 
be  flogged — all  of  us.  Thirty-nine  lashes  they  will  lay  on,  and! 
they  will  brand  us.  For  myself  I value  not  their  thirty-nine 
lashes  a brass  farthing,  nor  their  branding  with  a hot  iron, 
which  can  but  make  a man  jump  for  a day  or  two.  To  me 
this  risk  against  the  chance  of  escape  matters  nothing.  Why, 
when  I was  cabin-boy  I got  daily  more  than  thirty-nine  lashes 
— kicks,  cuffs,  and  rope's-ending.  Nay,  I remember,  when 
we  sat  over  the  Latin  syntax  together,  my  daily  ration  must 
have  been  thirty-nine,  more  or  less,  and  Dad's  arm  was 
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stronger  than  you  would  judge  to  look  at  him.  If  they  catch 
me,  let  them  lay  on  their  thirty-nine  and  be  damned  to  them ! 
But  you  and  Robin,  I doubt,  think  otherwise.” 

“I  would  not  willingly  be  flogged,  Barnaby,  if  there  were 
any  way  of  escape — even  by  death.” 

“ So  I thought!  So  I thought!” 

“ And  as  for  Robin,  if  he  recovers,  which  I doubt,  he,  too, 
if  I know  him,  would  rather  be  killed  than  be  flogged.” 

“ That  comes  of  Oxford!”  said  Barnaby.  “ And  then  there 
is  Sis.  Humphrey,  my  lad,  it  goes  to  my  heart  to  think  of 
that  poor  girl  stripped  to  be  lashed  like  a black  slave  or  a 
Bristol  drab.” 

“ Barnaby,  she  must  never  run  that  dreadful  risk.” 

“Then  she  must  remain  behind,  and  here  she  runs  that 
risk  every  day.  What  prevents  yon  drunken  sot — the  taste  of 
that  stick  still  sticks  in  my  gizzard! — I say,  what  prevents  him 
from  tying  her  up  to-day,  or  to-morrow,  or  every  day?” 

“ Barnaby,  1 say  that  she  must  never  run  that  risk,  for  if 
we  are  caught — ” I stopped. 

“ Before  we  are  caught,  you  would  say,  Humphrey.  We 
are  of  the  same  mind  there.  But  who  is  to  kill  her?  Not 
Robin,  for  he  loves  her:;  not  you,  because  you  have  too  great 
a kindness  for  her.  Not  I,  because  I am  her  brother.  What 
should  I say  to  my  mother  when  I meet  her  after  we  are  dead* 
and  she  asks  who  killed  Grace?” 

“ Barnaby,  if  she  is  to  die,  let  us  all  die  together.” 

“Ay,”  he  replied,  “though  I have,  I confess,  no  great 
stomach  for  dying;  yet  since  we  have  got  her  with  us  it  must 
be  done.  *Tis  easy  to  let  the  water  into  the  boat,  and  so  in 
three  minutes,  with  no  suspicion  at  all,  and  my  mother  never 
to  know  anything  about  it,  she  would  have  said  her  last  pray- 
ers, and  we  should  be  all  sinking  together,  with  never  a gasp 
left.” 

I took  him,  after  this  talk,  to  the  sick-house,  where  Grace 
was  beginning  her  second  night  of  nursing.  Barnaby  saluted 
his  sister  as  briefly  as  if  her  presence  was  the  thing  he  most 
•expected. 

The  room  was  lighted  by  a horn  lanthorn  containing  a great 
candle,  which  gave  enough  light  to  see  Robin  on  the  bed  and 
Grace  standing  beside  him.  The  woman  called  Deb  was  sitting 
on  the  floor  wrapped  in  her  rug. 

“ Sis,”,  said  Barnaby,  “ I have  heard  from  Humphrey  how 
thou  wast  cozened  out  of  thy  money  and  enticed  on  board 
ship.  Well,  this  world  is  full  of  villains,  and  I doubt  whether 
I shall  live  to  kill  them  all.  One  I must  kill  and  one  I must 
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cudgel.  Patience,,  therefore,  and  no  more  upon  this  head. 
Well,  Sis,  dost  love  to  be  a servant?” 

“ Surely  not,  Barnaby. 99 

“ Wouldst  like  to  get  thy  freedom  again?” 

“ I know  not  the  meaning  of  thy  words,  brother.  Madame 
says  that  those  who  have  interest  at  home  may  procure  pardons 
for  their  friends  in  the  Plantations.  Also,  that  those  whose 
friends  have  money  may  buy  their  freedom  from  servitude.  I 
am  sure  that  Mr.  Boscorei  would  willingly  do  this  for  Robin 
and  for  Humphrey;  but  for  myself — how  can  I ask  him? 
How  can  I ever  let  him  know  where  I am  and  in  what  con- 
dition?” 

“ Ay,  ay,  but  1 meant  not  that  way.  Child,  wilt  thou  trust 
thyself  to  us?” 

She  looked  at  Robin.  “ I can  not  leave  him,”  she  said. 

“ No,  no;  we  shall  wait  until  he  is  dead — or,  perhaps,  bet- 
ter. ” But  he  only  added  this  to  please  his  sister.  “ When  he 
is  better.  Sis,  thou  wilt  not  be  afraid  to  trust  thyself  with  us?” 

“ I am  not  afraid  of  any  danger,  even  of  death,  with  you,  if 
that  is  the  danger  in  your  mind,  Barnaby.” 

“ Good!  Then  we  understand  each  other.  There  are  other 
dangers  for  a young  and  handsome  woman — and  may  be  worse 
dangers.  Hast  any  money  at  all,  by  chance?” 

“ Nay;  the  man  Penne  took  all  my  money.” 

’ Barnaby  for  five  or  six  minutes  without  stopping  spoke  upon 
this  topic  after  the  manner  of  a sailor.  “ My  turn  will  come,” 
he  added.  “ No,  money,  child?  *Tis  a great  pity.  Had  we 
a few  gold  pieces  now!  Some  women  have  rings  and  chains. 
But,  of  course — ” 

“ Nay,  brother;  chains  I never  had,  and  as  for  rings,  there 
were  but  two  that  ever  I had — one  from  Robin,  the  day  that  I 
was  plighted  to  him;  and  one  from  the  man  who  made  me 
marry  him,  and  put  it  on  in  the  church.  The  former  did  J[ 
break  and  throw  away  when  I agreed — for  your  dear  lives, 
Barnaby — oh!  for  the  lives  of  all—” 

“ I know,  I know,”  said  Barnaby.  “Patience — patience. 

Oh!  I shall  get  such  a chance  some  day!” 

“ The  other  I threw  away  when  I fled  from  my  husband  at 
the  church  door.  ” 

“ Ay,  ay.  If  we  only  had  a little  money.  *Tis  pity  that 
we  should  fail  for  want  of  a little  money.  ” 

“ Why,”  said  Grace,  “ I had  quite  forgotten.  I have  some- 
thing that  may  bring  money.”  She  pulled  from  her  neck  a 
black  ribbon  on  which  was  a little  leathern  bag.  “ ’Tis  the 
ring  the  duke  gave  me  at  Ilchester  long  ago.  I have  never 
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parted  with  it.  6 God  grant/  he  said,  when  he  gave  it  to  me, 
6 that  it  may  bring  thee  luck/  Will  the  ring  help,  Barnaby?” 

I took  it  first  from  her  hand. 

“ Why,”  I said,  “it  is  a sweet  and  costly  ring.  Jewels  I 
know  and  have  studied.  If  I mistake  not,  these  emeralds  must 
be  worth  a great  sum.  But  how  shall  we  dispose  of  so  valua- 
ble a ring  in  this  place,  and  without  causing  suspicion?” 

“ Give  it  to  me.”  Barnaby  took  it,  looked  at  it,  and  laid 
it,  bag  and  all,  in  his  pocket.  “ There  are  at  the  port  mer- 
chants of  all  kinds,  who  will  buy  a ship's  cargo  of  sugar  one 
minute,  and  the  next  will  sell  you  a red  herring.  They  will 
also  advance  money  upon  a ring.  As  for  suspicion,  there  are 
hundreds  of  convicts  and  servants  here.  'Tis  but  to  call  the 
ring  the  property  of  such  a .one,  and  no  questions  will  be 
asked.  My  friend  John  Nuthall,  the  carver,  shall  do  this  for 
us.  And  now.  Sis,  I think  that  our  business  is  as  good  as 
done.  Have  no  fear;  we  shall  get  away.  First  get  Robin 
well,  and  then — ” Here  Barnaby  gazed  upon  her  face  with 
affection  and  with  pity.  “ But,  sister,  understand  rightly; 
'tis  no  child's  play  of  hide-and-seek.  'Tis  life  or  death! — life 
or  death!  If  we  fly  we  must  never  come  back  again!  under- 
stand that  well.” 

“ Since  we  are  in  the  Lord's  hands,  brother,  why  should  we 
fear?  Take  me  with  you;  let  me  die,  if  you  must  die;  and  if 
you  live  I am  content  to  live  with  you,  so  that  my  husband 
never  find  me  out.” 


CHAPTER  XLIV. 

A SCARE. 

There  is  between  the  condition  of  the  mind  and  that  of  the 
body  an  interdependence  which  can  not  but  be  recognized  by 
every  physician.  So  greatly  has  this  connection  affected  some 
of  the  modern  physicians  as  to  cause  doubts  in  their  minds 
whether  there  be  any  life  at  all  hereafter,  or  if,  when  the  pulse 
ceases  to  beat,  the  whole  man  should  become  a dead  and  sense- 
less lump  of  clay.  In  this  they  confuse  the  immortal  soul  with 
the  perishable  instruments  of  brain  and  body,  through  which 
in  life  it  manifests  its  being  and  betrays  its  true  nature, 
whether  of  good  or  ill. 

Thus  the  condition  in  which  Robin  now  lay  clearly  corre- 
sponded, as  I now  understand,  with  the  state  of  his  mind  in- 
duced by  the  news  that  Grace,  to  save  his  life,  had  been  be- 
trayed into  marrying  his  cousin.  For  at  the  hearing  of  that 
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dreadful  news  he  was  seized  with  such  r.  transport  of  rage — not 
against  that  poor  innocent  victim,  but  against  his  cousin — as 
threatened  to  throw  him  into  madness;  and  on  recovering  from 
this  access  he  presently  fell  into  a kind  of  despair,  in  which  he 
languished  during  the  whole  voyage.  So  also  in  a correspond- 
ing manner,  after  a fever,  the  violence  of  which  was  like  to 
have  torn  him  to  pieces,  he  fell  into  a lethargy  in  which, 
though  his  fever  left  him,  he  continued  to  wander  in  his  mind, 
and  grew,  as  I could  not  fail  to  mark,  daily  weaker  in  his 
body,  refusing  to  eat,  though  Grace  brought  him  dainty  broth 
of  chicken,  delicate  panadas  of  bread  and  butter,  fruit  boiled 
with  sugar,  and  other  things  fit  to  tempt  a sick  man’s  appetite, 
provided  by  the  goodness  of  madame.  This  lady  was  in  re- 
ligion a Romanist;  by  birth  she  was  a Spanish  quadroon.  To 
escape  the  slavery  to  which  the  color  of  her  grandmother 
doomed  her,  she  escaped  from  Cuba  and  found  her  way  to 
Jamaica,  where  she  met  with  our  master.  And  whether  she 
was  lawfully  married  unto  him  I will  not,  after  her  kindness 
to  Grace  and  her  faithfulness  to  myself  as  regards  Robin,  so 
much  as  ask. 

Robin,  therefore,  though  the  fever  left  him,  did  not  mend. 
On  the  contrary,  as  I have  said,  he  grew  daily  weaker;  so  that 
I marveled  at  his  lasting  so  long,  and  looked  to  see  him  die,  as 
so  many  die,  in  the  early  morning,  when  there  is  a sharpness 
or  eagerness  in  the  air,  and  the  body  is  exhausted  by  long 
sleep.  Yet  he  died  not. 

And  now  you  shall  hear  how,  through  the  Duke  of  Mon- 
mouth’s ring,  we  escaped  from  our  servitude.  “ God  grant/’ 
said  the  duke,  “that  it  bring  thee  good  luck.”  This  was  a 
light  and  unconsidered  prayer,  forgotten  as  soon  as  uttered, 
meant  only  to  please* the  ear  of  a child.  And  yet,  in  a manner 
most  marvelous  to  consider,  it  proved  the  salvation  of  us  all. 
What  better  luck  could  that  ring  cause  than  that  we  should 
escape  from  the  land  of  Egypt — the  House  of  Bondage? 

“ I have  disposed  of  the  ring,”  Barnaby  told  me,  a few  days 
later.  “ That  is  to  say,  John  Nuthall  hath  secretly  pledged  it 
with  a merchant  for  twenty  guineas.  He  said  that  the  ring 
belongs  to  a convict,  but  many  of  them  have  brought  such 
precious  things  with  them  in  order  to  buy  their  freedom.  He 
owns  that  the  stones  are  fine,  and  very  willingly  gave  the 
money  on  their  security.  ” 

“ Then  nothing  remains,”  1 said,  “ but  to  get  away.” 

“ John  Nuthall  has  bought  provisions  and  all  we  want,  little 
by  little,  so  as  to  excite  no  suspicion.  They  are  secretly  and 
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safely  bestowed,  and  half  the  money  still  remains  in  his 
hands.  How  goes  Robin?” 

“ He  draws  daily  nearer  to  his  grave.  We  can  not  depart 
until  either  he  mends  or  dies.  ’Tis  another  disaster,  Barnaby. ’ 9 

“ Ay;  but  of  disaster  we  must  not  think.  Robin  will  die. 
Yet  our  own  case  may  be  as  bad  as  if  it  comes  to  scuttling  the 
ship.  Cheer  up,  lads;  many  men  die,  but  the  world  goes  on. 
Poor  Robin!  Every  man  for  himself,  and  the  Lord  for  us  all. 
Sis  will  cry;  but  even  if  Robin  recovers  he  can  not  marry  her, 
a consideration  which  ought  to  comfort  her.  And  for  him — 
since  nothing  else  will  serve  him — it  is  best  that  he  should  die. 
Better  make  an  end  at  once  than  go  all  his  life  with  hanging 
head  for  the  sake  of  a woman,  as  if  there  are  not  plenty  women 
in  the  world  to  serve  his  turn.” 

“ I know  not  what  ails  him  that  he  doth  not  get  better. 
The  air  is  too  hot  for  him;  he  hath  lost  his  appetite.  Barna- 
by,” I cried,  moved  to  a sudden  passion  of  pity  such  as  would 
often  seize  me  at  that  time,  “ saw  one  ever  ruin  more  com- 
plete than  ours?  Had  we  been  fighting  for  Spain  and  the 
accursed  Inquisition  we  could  not  have  been  more  heavily  pun- 
ished. And  we  were  fighting  on  the  Lord’s  side.” 

- * We  were.  Dad  was  with  us,  too.  And  see  how  he  was 
served ! The  Lord,  it  seems,  doth  not  provide  His  servants  with 
arms,  or  with  ammunition,  or  with  commanders.  Otherwise 
the  duke  this  day  would  be  in  St.  James’s  Palace  wearing  his 
father’s  crown,  and  you  would  be  a court  physician  with  a 
great  wig  and  a velvet  coat,  instead  of  a Monmouth  cap  and  a 
canvas  shirt.  And  I should  be  an  admiral.  But  what  doth 
it  profit  to  ask  why  and  wherefore?  Let  us  first  get  clear  of 
the  wreck.  Well;  I wish  we  were  to  take  Robin  with  us. 
’Twill  be  a poor  business  going  back  to  Bradford  Orcas  with- 
out him.” 

We  waited,  therefore,  day  after  day,  for  Robin  either  to  get 
better  or  to  die,  and  still  he  lingered,  seemingly  in  a waste  or 
decline;  but  such  as  I had  never  before  seen,  and  I know  not 
what  would  have  happened  to  him,  whether  he  would  have 
lived  or  died,  but  then  there  happened  a thing  which  caused 
us  to  wait  no  longer.  It  was  this. 

The  master  having,  according  to  his  daily  custom,  gone  the 
round  of  his  estate — that  is  to  say,  having  seen  his  servants 
all  at  work  under  their  drivers,  some  planting  with  the  hoe, 
some  weeding,  some  cutting  the  maize,  some  gathering  yams, 
potatoes,  cassava,  or  bonavist  for  provisions,  some  attending 
the  ingenio,  or  the  still-house — did  unluckily  take  into  his  head 
to  visit  the  sick-house.  What  was  more  unfortunate,  this  de- 
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sire  came  upon  him  after  he  had  taken  a morning  dram,  and 
that  of  the  stiff est;  not,  indeed,  enough  to  make  him  drunk, 
but  enough  to  make  him  obstinate  and  willful.  When  I saw 
him  standing  at  the  open  door  I perceived  by  the  glassiness  of 
his  eyes  and  the  unsteadiness  of  his  shoulders  that  he  had 
already  begun  the  day’s  debauch.  He  was  now  in  a most 
dangerous  condition  of  mind.  Later  in  the  day,  when  he  was 
more  advanced  in  drink,  he  might  be  violent,  but  he  would  be 
much  less  dangerous,  because  he  would  afterward  forget  what 
he  had  said  or  done  in  his  cups. 

“ So,  Sir  Doctor,”  he  said,  “ I have  truly  a profitable  pair 
of  servants! — one  who  pretends  to  cure  everybody,  and  so  es- 
capes work,  and  your  cousin,  who  pretends  to  be  sick,  and  so 
will  do  none!  A mighty  bargain  I made,  truly,  when  I bought 
you  both!” 

“With  submission,  sir,”  I said,  “I  have  within  the  last 
week  earned  for  your  honor  ten  guineas’  worth  of  fees.  ” 

“ Well,  that  is  as  it  may  be.  How  do  I know  what  hath 
gone  into  your  own  pocket?  Where  is  this  malingering  fellow? 
Make  him  sit  up.  Sit  up,  I say,  ye  skulking  dog!  sit  up!” 

“ Sir,”  I said,  still  speaking  with  the  greatest  humility, 
“ nobody  but  the  Lord  can  make  this  man  sit  up.”  And  in- 
deed Robin  did  not  comprehend  one  word  that  was  said. 

“ I gave  fifty  pounds  for  him  only  a month  ago.  Am  I to 
lose  all  that  money,  I ask?  Fifty  pounds!  because  I was  told 
that  he  was  a gentleman  and  would  be  ransomed  by  his  family. 
Hark  ye,  doctor,  you  must  either  cure  this  man  for  me,  or 
else,  by  the  Lord!  you  shall  have  his  ransom  added  to  your 
own.  If  he  dies  I will  double  your  price!  Mark  that!” 

I said  nothing,  hoping  that  he  would  depart.  As  for  Grace, 
she  had  turned  her  back  upon  him  at  his  first  appearance,  as 
madame  had  ordered  her  to  do,  so  that  he  might  not  notice 
her. 

Unfortunately  he  did  not  depart,  but  came  into  the  room, 
looking  about  him.  Certainly  he  was  not  one  who  would 
suffer  his  servants  to  be  negligent,  even  in  the  smallest  things. 

“ Here  is  fine  work!”  he  said.  “ Sheets  of  the  best — a pil- 
low. What  hath  a servant  to  do  with  such  luxuries?” 

“ My  cousin  is  a gentleman,”  I told  him,  “ and  accustomed 
to  lie  in  linen.  The  rug  which  is  enough  for  him  in  health 
must  have  a sheet  to  it  as  well,  now  that  he  is  sick.” 

“Humph!  And  whom  have  we  here?  Who  art  thou, 
madame,  I wish  to  know?” 

Grace  turned. 
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“ I am  your  honor's  servant/'  she  said.  “ I am  employed 
in  this  sick-house  when  I am  not  in  the  sewing-room. " 

“ A servant?  Oh!  Madame,  I humbly  crave  your  pardon. 
I took  you  for  some  fine  lady.  I am  honored  by  having  such 
a servant.  All  the  rest  of  my  women -servants  go  in  plain 
smock  and  petticoat-  But  " — here  he  smiled — “ to  so  lovely 
a girl  as  Grace  Eykin — fair  Grace,  sweet  Grace — we  must  give 
the  bravest  and  daintiest.  To  thee,  my  dear,  nothing  can  be 
denipd.  Those  dainty  cheeks,  those  white  hands,  were  never 
made  to  adorn  a common  coif.  Mistress  Grace,  we  must  be 
better  acquainted.  This  is  no  fit  place  for  you.  Not  the  sick- 
house,  but  the  best  room  in  my  house  shall  be  at  thy  service." 

u Sir,  I ask  for  nothing  but  to  sit  retired,  and  to  render 
such  service  as  is  in  my  power." 

“ To  sit  retired?  Why,  that  can  not  be  longer  suffered. 
'T would  be  a sin  to  keep  hidden  any  longer  this  treasure — this 
marvel,  I say,  of  beauty  and  grace.  My  servant!  Nay;  'tis 
I — 'tis  the  whole  island — who  are  thy  servants.  Thou  to  ren- 
der service!  'Tis  for  me,  madame,  to  render  service  to  thy 
beauty."  He  took  off  his  hat  and  flourished  it,  making  a leg. 

“ Then,  sir,"  said  Grace,  “ suffer  me,  I pray,  to  go  about 
my  business,  which  is  with  this  sick  man,  and  not  to  hear 
compliments." 

He  caught  her  hand  and  would  have  kissed  it,  but  she  drew 
it  back. 

“ Nay,  coy  damsel,"  he  said;  “ I swear  I will  not  go  with- 
out a kiss  from  thy  lips.  Kiss  me,  my  dear." 

She  started  back,  and  I rushed  between  them.  At  that 
moment  madame  herself  appeared. 

“ What  do  you  here?"  she  cried,  catching  his  arm.  “ What 
has  this  girl  to  do  with  you?  Come  away!  Come  away  and 
leave  her  in  peace!" 

“ Go  back  to  the  house,  woman!"  he  roared,  breaking  from 
her  and  flourishing  his  stick,  so  that  I thought  he  was  actually 
going  to  cudgel  her.  “ Go  back,  or  it  will  be  the  worse  for 
you.  What?  Am  I master  here  or  you?  Go  back,  I say. " 

Then  a strange  thing  happened.  She  made  no  reply,  but 
she  turned  upon  him  eyes  so  full  of  authority  that  she  looked 
like  a queen.  He  shifted  his  feet,  made  as  if  he  would  speak, 
and  finally  obeyed,  and  went  out  of  the  place  to  his  own  house 
with  the  greatest  meekness,  soberness  and  quietness. 

Presently  madame  came  back. 

“ I blame  thee  not,  child,"  she  said.  “ It  is  with  him  as  I 
have  told  thee.  When  he  begins  to  drink  the  devil  enters  into 
him.  Dost  think  he  came  here  to  see  the  sick  man?  No,  but 
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for  thy  fair  eyes,  inflamed  with  love  as  well  as  with  drink.  At 
such  times  no  one  can  rule  him  but  myself,  and  even  I may 
fail.  Keep  snug,  therefore.  Perhaps  he  may  forget  thee 
again.  But  indeed  I know  not.” 

She  sighed  and  left  us. 


CHAPTER  XLY. 

BARNABY  THE  AVENGER. 

The  man  did  not  come  back.  During  the  whole  day  I re- 
mained with  Grace  in  fear.  But  he  molested  us  not. 

When  the  sun  set,  and  the  field  hands  returned,  I was  in 
two  minds  whether  to  tell  Barnaby  what  had  happened  or  not. 
But  when  I saw  his  honest  face,  streaked  with  the  dust  of  the 
day's  work,  and  watched  him  eating  his  lump  of  salt  beef  and 
basin  of  yellow  porridge  with  as  much  satisfaction  as  if  it  had 
been  a banquet  of  all  the  dainties,  I could  not  bear,  without 
greater  cause,  to  disturb  his  mind. 

44  To-night,”  he  told  me,  when  there  was  no  more  beef  and 
the  porridge  was  all  eaten,  44  there  is  a great  feast  at  the 
Bridge.  I would  we  had  some  of  their  Sherries  and  Madeira. 
The  Governor  of  Nevis  landed  yesterday,  and  is  entertained 
to-day  by  our  governor.  All  the  militia  are  feasting,  officers 
and  men;  nobody  will  be  on  the  lookout  anywhere,  and  it  is  a 
dark  night,  with  no  moon.  What  a chance  for  us,  could  we 
make  our  escape  to-night!  There  may  never  again  happen 
such  a chance  for  us.  How  goes  Robin?” 

And  so  after  a little  more  talk  we  lay  down  in  our  ham- 
mocks, and  I,  for  one,  fell  instantly  asleep,  having  no  fear  at 
all  for  Grace;  first,  because  the  master  would  be  now  at  the 
Bridge,  feasting  and  too  drunk  for  anything  but  to  sleep;  and 
next,  because  she  had  with  her  the  woman  Deb,  as  stout  and 
lusty  as  any  man. 

The  master  was  not  at  the  Bridge  with  the  rest  of  the  plant- 
ers and  gentlemen.  Perhaps  the  drink  which  he  took  in  the 
morning  caused  him  to  forget  the  great  banquet.  However 
that  may  be,  he  was,  most  unluckily  for  himself,  drinking  at 
home  and  alone,  yet  dressed  in  his  best  coat  and  wig  and  with 
his  sword,  all  of  which  he  had  put  on  for  the  governor's 
banquet. 

After  awhile  the  devil  entered  into  him,  finding  easy  ad- 
mission, so  to  speak,  all  doors  thrown  wide  open,  and  even  a 
welcome  in  that  deboshed  and  profligate  soul.  About  eight 
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o'clock,  therefore,  prompted  by  the  Evil  One,  the  master  rose 
and  stealthily  crept  out  of  the  house. 

It  was  a dark  night,  but  he  needed  no  light  to  guide  his 
footsteps.  He  crossed  the  court  and  made  straight  for  the 
sick-house. 

He  pushed  the  door  open  and  stood  for  a little  looking 
within.  By  the  light  of  the  horn  lanthorn  he  saw  the  girl 
whose  image  was  in  his  mind.  The  sight  might  have  caused 
him  to  return,  repentant  and  ashamed.  For  she  was  on  her 
knees,  praying  aloud  beside  the  bedside  of  the  sick  man. 

As  he  stood  in  the  door  the  woman  named  Deb,  who  lay 
upon  the  floor  asleep,  woke  up  and  raised  her  head.  But  he 
saw  her  not.  Then  she  sat  up,  watching  him  with  suspicion. 
But  his  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  figure  of  Grace.  Then  she 
sprung  to  her  feet,  for  now  she  knew  that  mischief  was  meant, 
and  she  stood  in  readiness,  prepared  with  her  great  strong 
arms  to  defend  her  mistress.  But  he  thought  nobody  was  in 
the  house  but  Grace  and  the  sick  man.  He  saw  nothing  but 
the  girl  at  the  bedside. 

I say  that  I was  sleeping.  I was  awakened  at  the  sound  of 
a shriek.  I knew  the  voice;  I sprung  from  the  hammock. 

“ God  of  mercy!"  I cried;  “ it  is  Grace!  Barnaby,  awake! 
— awake,  I say!  It  is  the  cry  of  Grace!" 

Then  I rushed  to  the  sick-house. 

There  I saw  Grace- — shrieking  and  crying  for  help.  And 
before  her  the  master  struggling  and  wrestling  with  the  woman 
Deb.  She  had  her  arms  round  his  neck,  and  made  as  if  she 
was  trying  to  throttle  him.  Nay,  I think  that  she  would  have 
throttled  him,  so  strong  she  was  and  possessed  of  such  a spirit, 
and  by  the  light  of  the  lanthorn  gleaming  upon  the  blade  I 
saw  that  his  sword  had  either  fallen  from  his  hand  or  from  the 
scabbard,  and  now  lay  upon  the  floor. 

“ Stand  back,"  cried  Barnaby,  pushing  me  aside.  “ Let  go 
of  him,  woman.  Let  me  deal  with  him. ' ' 

The  thing  was  done  in  a moment.  Merciful  Heavens!  To 
think  that  thus  suddenly  should  the  soul  of  man  be  called  to 
its  account ! I had  seen  the  poor  fellows  shot  down  and  cut  to 
pieces  on  Sedgemoor,  but  then  they  knew  that  they  were  going 
forth  to  fight  and  so  might  be  killed.  There  was  time  before 
the  battle  for  a prayer.  But  this  man  had  no  time — and  he 
was  more  than  half  drunk  as  well. 

He  lay  at  our  feet,  lifeless,  Barnaby  standing  over  him  with 
a broken  sword  in  his  hand. 

For  awhile  no  one  spoke  or  moved.  But  the  woman  called 
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Deb  gasped  and  panted,  and  even  laughed,  as  one  who  is  well 
pleased  because  she  hath  had  her  revenge. 

Then  madame  herself,  clad  in  a long  white  night-dress  and 
with  bare  feet,  suddenly  pushed  us  aside,  and  fell  upon  her 
knees  beside  the  wounded  man. 

She  lifted  his  head.  The  face  was  pale  and  the  eyes  closed. 
She  laid  it  gently  down  and  looked  round. 

“ You  have  killed  him,”  she  said,  speaking  not  in  a rage  or 
passion,  but  quietly.  “ You  have  killed  him.  To-morrow 
you  will  hang!  you  will  all  hang!” 

We  said  nothing. 

“ Doctor  ” — she  turned  to  me— “ tell  me  if  he  is  dead  or 
living.” 

She  snatched  the  lanfchorn,  and  held  it  while  I made  such 
examination  as  was  possible.  I opened  his  waistcoat  and  laid 
back  his  shirt.  The  sword  had  run  straight  through  him  and 
broken  off  short,  perhaps  by  contact  with  his  ribs.  The 
broken  point  remained  in  the  wound,  and  the  flesh  had  closed 
around  it,  so  that  save  for  a drop  of  blood  or  two  oozing  out 
there  was  no  flow. 

It  needs  not  great  knowledge  to  understand  that  when  a 
man  hath  six  inches  of  steel  in  his  body  which  can  not  be 
pulled  out,  and  when,  he  is  bleeding  inwardly,  he  must  die. 

Still,  as  physicians  use,  I did  not  tell  her  so. 

“ Madame,”  I said,  “ he  is  not  dead.  He  is  living.  . While 
there  is  life  there  is  hope.” 

‘‘Oh!”  she  cried;  “ why  did  he  buy  you  when  he  could 
have  had  the  common  sort?  You  will  hang — you  will  hang, 
every  one!” 

“That  shall  we  presently  discover,”  said  Barnaby. 
“ Humphrey,  we  have  now  no  choice  left — what  did  I tell 
thee  about  the  chances  of  the  night?  We  must  go  this  night. 
As  for  this  villain,  let  him  bleed  to  death.” 

“ Go!”  said  madame.  “ Whither,  unhappy  men,  will  you 
go?  There  is  no  place  in  the  island  where  you  can  hide,  but 
with  blood-hounds  they  will  have  you  out.  You  can  go  no- 
where in  this  island  but  you  will  be  found  and  hanged,  unless 
you  are  shot  like  rats  in  a hole.” 

“ Come,  Humphrey,”  said  Barnaby,  “ we  will  carry  Robin. 
This  poor  woman  must  go,  too;  she  will  else  be  hanged  for 
trying  to  throttle  him.  Well,  she  can  lend  a hand  to  carry 
Robin.  Madame,  by  your  leave  we  will  not  hang,  nor  will  we 
be  shot.  In  the — in  the — the  cave — cave  that  I know  of,  your 
blood-hounds  will  never  find  us.  ” 

“ Madame,”  I said,  “ it  is  true  that  we  shall  attempt  to  es~ 
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cape.  For  what  hath  happened  I am  truly  soiry;  yet  we  may 
not  suffer  such  a thing  as  was  this  night  attempted  without 
resistance,  else  should  we  be  worse  than  the  ignorant  blacks. 
The  master  will  perhaps  live  and  not  die.  Listen,  and  take 
heed  therefore.” 

“ Doctor,”  she  said,  “ do  not  leave  me.  Stay  with  me,  or 
he  will  die.  Doctor,  stay  with  me,  and  I will  save  your  life. 
I will  swear  that  you  came  at  my  call.  Stay  with  me — I will 
save  Grace  as  well.  I will  save  you  both.  You  shall  be 
neither  flogged  nor  hanged.  I swear  it.  I will  say  that  I 
called  you  for  help  when  it  was  too  late.  Only  this  man  and 
this  woman  shall  hang.  Who  are  they?  A rogue  and — ” 

Barnaby  laughed  aloud. 

“ Doctor,”  she  said,  “if  you  stay  he  will  perhaps  recover 
and  forgive  you  all.” 

Barnaby  laughed  again. 

“ Madame,”  I told  her,  “ better  death  upon  the  gallows 
than  any  further  term  of  life  with  such  a man.  ” 

“That  maybe;  I know  not.”  I gave  her  certain  direc- 
tions, bidding  her,  above  all,  watch  the  man,  and  cause  him 
to  lie  perfectly  quiet,  and  not  to  speak  a word,  even  in  a whis- 
per, and  to  give  him  a few  drops  of  cordial  from  time  to  time. 

“ Come,”  said  Barnaby^  “ we  lose  time,  which  is  precious. 
Madame,  if  your  husband  recover — and  for  my  part  I care 
nothing  whether  he  recover  or  whether  he  die — but  if  he 
should  recover,  tell  him  from  me.  Captain  Barnaby  Eykin, 
that  I shall  very  likely  return  to  this  island,  and  that  I shall 
then,  the  Lord  helping,  kill  him  in  fair  duello , to  wipe  out 
the  lash  of  the  cudgel  which  he  was  good  enough  once  to  lay 
about  my  head.  If  he  dies  of  this  trifling  thrust  with  his  own 
sword  he  must  lay  that  to  the  account  of  my  sister.  Enough,” 
said  Barnaby;  “ we  will  now  make  our  way  to  the  woods  and 
the  cave.” 

This  said,  Barnaby  went  to  the  head  of  Robin  ^s  bed  and 
ordered  Deb  to  take  the  foot,  and  so  between  them  they  carried 
him  forth  with  them,  while  Grace  followed,  and  I went  last. 

We  heard,  long  afterward,  through  one  Mr.  Anstiss,  the 
same  young  gentleman  who  loved  Grace  and  would  have  mar- 
ried her,  what  had  happened  when  we  were  gone.  An  hour 
or  thereabouts  afterward  madame  woke  up  one  of  the  over- 
seers, telling  him  what  had  happened,  and  bidding  him  be 
ready  at  day-break,  with  the  blood-hounds,  horses  and  loaded 
guns,  to  follow  in  pursuit  and  bring  us  back. 

There  could  be,  they  thought,  no  difficulty  at  all  in  catch- 
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ing  us,  because  we  were  encumbered  by  a sick  man  and  two 
women. 

There  was,  however,  more  difficulty  than  they  expected. 
For  the  footsteps  led  the  blood-hounds  to  the  sea-shore;  and 
here  the  trace  was  lost,  nor  could  it  ever  be  afterward  re- 
covered. And  though  the  hue  and  cry  was  out  over  all  the 
island,  and  the  woods  and  the  ravines  and  caves  where  run- 
away negroes  hide  were  searched,  we  were  never  found. 
Therefore,  since  no  boat  at  all  was  missing  (the  Guinea  man 
had  sailed  away)  it  was  certain  that  we  could  not  have  escaped 
by  sea.  It  was  fortunate,  indeed,  that  Barnaby  dropped  no  hint 
about  the  sea,  otherwise  there  would  have  been  dispatched 
some  of  the  boats  of  the  port  in  search  of  us,  and  in  that  case 
the  scuttling  of  the  ship  might  have  been  necessary.  For,  had 
we  been  caught,  we  should  certainly  have  been  hanged  for 
murder,  after  being  flogged  for  attempted  escape.  For  the 
master  died.  He  lay  speechless  until  the  day  broke.  Then 
he  became  conscious,  and  presently  breathed  his  last  in  great 
anguish  of  body  and  terror  of  mind.  What  hath  since  become 
of  madame,  and  of  that  miserable  family  of  servants  and  slaves 
I know  not.  Certain  it  is  that  they  could  not  find  a more 
barbarous  or  a more  savage  master  in  place  of  him  whom 
Barnaby  slew  if  they  were  to  search  the  whole  of  the  Spanish 
Main  and  the  islands  upon  it. 


CHAPTEE  XL VI. 

A PERILOUS  VOYAGE. 

In  this  way,  unexpected  and  tragical,  arrived  our  chance  of 
escape.  We  walked  to  Carlisle  Bay  by  way  of  the  sea-shore, 
so  that  we  might  be  met  by  none,  and  in  order  that  the  blood- 
hounds (if  they  should  use  them)  in  the  morning  might  be 
thrown  off  the  track.  On  the  march  that  stout  and  lusty 
wench  who  carried  one  end  of  the  bed  neither  called  for  a halt 
nor  complained  of  the  burden  she  carried  all  the  way.  It  was 
nigh  unto  midnight  when  we  arrived  at  the  creek  in  which  the 
boat  lay  sunk.  This  was  within  a stoned  throw  of  John  Nut- 
halFs  cottage,  where  were  bestowed  the  mast,  sails,  oars  and 
gear,  with  such  provisions  as  he  had  gotten  together  for  the 
voyage.  The  man  was  sleeping  when  Barnaby  called  him,  but 
he  quickly  got  up,  and  in  less  than  an  hour  we  had  the  boat 
hauled  out  of  the  water,  the  provisions  hastily  thrown  in,  the 
mast  stepped,  our  sick  man  and  the  women  placed  in  the  bows, 
the  stern  and  middle  of  the  boat  being  encumbered  with  our 
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provisions,  we  had  pushed  down  the  muddy  and  stinking 
creek,  we  had  hoisted  sail,  and  we  were  stealing  silently  out  of 
Carlisle  Bay  under  a light  breeze.  Three  or  four  ships  were 
lying  in  the  bay;  but  either  there  was  no  watch  kept  aboard  or 
(which  is  more  probable)  it  was  no  one's  business  to  hail  a 
small  sail-boat  going  out  probably  for  fishing  at  dawn.  Be- 
sides, the  night  was  so  dark  that  we  may  very  well  have  es- 
caped notice.  However  that  might  be,  in  a quarter  of  an  hour 
we  were  well  out  at  sea,  beyond  the  reach  of  the  guns  of  Car- 
lisle Bay,  no  longer  visible  to  the  ships  in  port,  and  without 
any  fear  of  being  seen  until  day-break.  The  wind,  which  some- 
times drops  altogether  in  the  night,  still  continued  favorable, 
though  very  light. 

“ My  lads/'  said  Barnaby  presently,  drawing  a long  breath, 
“ I verily  believe  that  we  have  given  them  the  slip  this  time. 
In  the  morning  they  may  go  forth,  if  they  please,  with  their 
blood-hounds  to  hunt  for  us.  Let  them  hunt.  If  any  inquiry 
is  made  for  us  at  the  Bridge,  no  boat  will  be  missing,  and  so 
no  suspicion  will  be  awakened.  They  will  then,  I .suppose, 
search  for  us  among  the  caves  and  ravines  of  which  I have 
heard,  where  there  are  hiding-places  in  plenty,  but  no  water 
to  drink,  so  that  the  poor  devils  who  run  away  and  seek  a 
refuge  therd  are  speedily  forced  to  come  out  for  water,  and  so 
are  caught  or  shot  down.  Well,  they  will  hunt  a long  time 
before  they  find  us.  This  boat  makes  a littie  water,  but  I 
think  not  much.  If  she  prove  water-tight,  and  the  breeze 
holds,  by  daylight  we  should  be  well  to  the  south  of  the  island. 
Courage,  therefore!  All  will  be  well  yet!  How  goes  Robin?” 

He  was  lying  as  easily  as  we  could  manage  for  him,  one  rug 
over  him  and  another  under  him.  Grace  sat  on  one  side  of 
him,  and  the  woman  they  called  “ Deb  ” on  the  other.  Then, 
because  the  boat  sometimes  shipped  a little  water  when  she 
dipped  in  the  waves,  Barnaby  rigged  a tarpaulin  round  the 
bows  to  prevent  this;  and  (but  this  was  not  till  next  day)  over 
the  tarpaulin  he  made  out  of  a rug  and  a spare  spar  a low  tilt 
which,  unless  the  weather  grew  bad,  should  shelter  those  three 
by  night  from  dew  and  spray,  and  by  day  from  the  sun  over- 
head and  the  glare  and  heat  of  the  water. 

“ Deb,”  he  said,  softly,  “ art  afraid?” 

“ No,  sir — not  while  my  mistress  is  here.”  (Meaning 
Grace. ) 

cc  If  we  are  taken  we  shall  be  flogged  well-nigh  unto  death, 
and  very  likely  hanged  as  well.  ” 

“ I am  not  afraid,  sir.  ” 
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' “ We  may  spring  a leak/*  said  Barnaby,  “ and  so  go  all  to 
the  bottom  and  be  devoured.  Art  not  afraid  to  die?** 

“ No,  sir — not  if  I may  hold  my  mistress  by  the  hand,  so 
that  she  may  take  me  whither  she  goeth  herself.  ** 

“ Good!**  said  Barnaby.  “ As  for  me,  I expect  I shall  have 
to  go  alone,  or  with  John  Nuthall  here.  Well,  there,  will  be  a 
goodly  company  of  us.  Go  to  sleep,  my  girl!  In  the  morn- 
ing we  will  serve  around  the  first  ration,  with,  perhaps,  if  all 
be  well,  a dram  of  cordial.** 

In  the  dim  light  of  the  stars  I watched  all  night  the  three 
figures  in  the  bow.  Robin  lay  white  and  motionless;  Grace 
sat,  covered  with  her  hood,  bending  over  him;  and  Deb,  from 
whose  head  her  coif  had  fallen,  lay,  head  on  arm,  sound 
asleep.  She  had  no  fear,  any  more  than  a common  soldier 
has  when  he  goes  into  action,  because  he  trusts  his  captain. 

Thus  began  our  voyage:  in  an  open  boat  twenty  feet  long, 
with  a company  of  three  sound  men,  two  women,  and  a sick 
man.  For  arms,  in  case  we  needed  them,  we  had  none  at  all. 
If  any  ship  crossed  our  track  and  should  call  upon  us  to  sur- 
render, we  could  not  deny  that  we  were  escaped  convicts,  be- 
cause the  dress  of  all  but  one  proclaimed  the  fact.  Who,  in 
such  a climate,  would  choose  to  wear  a coarse  shirt  and  canvas 
breeches,  with  a Monmouth  cap,  except  that  it  wps  a servant 
or  a slave  who  had  no  choice,  but  must  take  what  is  given  him? 

But  we  should  not  surrender,  come  what  might.  If  we 
could  neither  fight  nor  fly,  we  could  sink.  Said  Barnaby,  in 
the  dead  of  night,  whispering  in  my  ear:  “ Lad,  *tis  agreed 
between  us,  we  will  have  that  clear:  sooner  than  be  taken  we 
will  scuttle  the  ship,  and  so  sink  all  together.  If  *tis  account- 
ed murder,  the  blame  shall  lie  between  us.  ** 

A little  before  day-break  the  breeze  freshened  and  the  waves 
began  to  rise;  but  not  so  high  as  to  threaten  the  boat,  which 
proved,  indeed,  a most  gallant  little  craft,  dancing  over  the 
waters  as  if  she  enjoyed  being  driven  by  the  breeze.  Some 
boats,  as  sailors  will  tell  you  (being  always  apt  to  compare 
these  craft  with  living  creatures),  come  thus,  frolic  and  spright- 
ly, from  their  makers*  hands;  while  others,  built  of  the  same 
material  and  on  the  same  lines,  are,  on  the  contrary,  and 
always  remain, 'heavy  and  lumpish;  just  as  some  children  are 
lively  and  gay,  while  others,  born  of  the  same  parents,  are 
dull  and  morose. 

Then  the  sun  rose,  seeming  to  leap  out  of  the  water,  a most 
glorious  ball  of  fire,  which  instantly  warmed  the  cool  air  and 
began  to  burn  and  scorch  our  hands  and  faces.  In  these  hot 
latitudes  one  understands  what  the  ancients  meant  when  they 
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spoke  of  the  dreadful  Sun-God,  who  both  gives  and  destroys 
life,  and  is  so  beneficial  yet  so  terrible.  We,  who  live  in  a cold 
country,  are  sometimes  greatly  comforted  by  the  sun,  but  are 
never  burned;  we  feel  his  warmth,  but  understand  not  his 
power. 

Then  Barnaby  began  to  gaze  curiously  all  round  the  hori- 
zon. We  had  no  glass  of  telescope;  but  his  eyes  were  to  him 
as  good  as  any  telescope  is  to  most  men. 

4 6 Thank  the  Lord!”  he  said,  drawing  breath  (it  was  rare 
for  Barnaby  thus  openly  to  give  praise),  “ there  is  no  sail  in 
sight.  To  be  sure,  we  have  the  day  before  us.  But  yet — ” 
Here  he  began  to  talk  as  some  men  use  when  they  desire  to 
place  before  their  own  minds  clearly  the  position  of  affairs. 
“Very  well,  then — Barbadoes  lying  thirty  miles  and  more 
nor'-east  by  north — vessels  bound  for  the  island  from  Bristol 
commonly  sailing  round  the  north — very  well,  then — we  are 
out  of  their  track.  Yet — then  again — some  are  driven  south 
by  stress  of  weather.  Ay,  there  is  our  danger.  Yet  again,  if 
one  should  see  ns,  would  she  bear  down  upon  us?  I greatly 
doubt  it.  The  wind  will  continue — that  is  pretty  sure.  If 
they  were  to  discover  that  we  had  gone  by  boat,  would  they 
sail  after  us?  Why,  whom  could  they  send?  And  whither 
would  they  steer?  And  what  boat  have  they  that  can  sail 
faster  than  this  little  craft?  Yet  we  are  pretty  low  down  in 
the  water.  Humphrey,  lad  ” — he  turned  upon  me  his  broad 
and  sunburned  face,  full  of  cheerfulness— “ we  are  not  within 
many  hours  of  scuttling  yet.  A tight  boat,  a fair  wind,  a 
smooth  sea — let  us  hope  for  the  best!  How  goes  Robin?” 

There  was  no  change  in  Robin,  either  for  better  or  for 
worse. 

“Sis,”  said  Barnaby,  “art  sleeping  still.  Sis?  Wake  up, 
and  let  us  eat  and  drink  and  be  jolly!  What!  Grace,  I say! 
Why,  we  have  escaped!  We  are  far  away  at  sea!  Let  us 
laugh  and  sing.  If  there  were  room  in  this  cockle,  I would 
dance  also!” 

She  lifted  her  head  and  threw  back  her  hood.  Ah!  what  a 
mournful  face  was  there! 

“ Oh,  brother!”  she  said,  “ canst  thou  laugh  and  sing? 
Hast  thou  forgotten  last  night?” 

“ Why,  no,”  he  replied.  “ One  must  not  forget  last  night, 
because  it  was  the  night  of  our  escape.  All  else,  I own,  I can 
forget.  Let  it  not  stick  in  thy  gizzard,  my  dear,  that  the  man 
frightened  thee.  Rejoice  rather  that  he  thus  afforded  me  a 
chance  of  giving  him  a taste  of  his  own  cold  iron.” 

“Nay,  brother,”  she  said,  shaking  her  head;  then  she 
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looked  round  her.  “ We  are  a long  way  from  the  land/*  she 
said.  “ When  will  they  send  out  a ship  to  bring  us  back?” 

“ Why,  d'ye  see/'  Barnaby  replied,  “give  us  twelve  hours 
more,  and  they  may  send  out  all  their  fleet,  if  they  have  one, 
and  sail  the  wide  world  round  for  us,  and  yet  not  capture  us. 
And  now  let  us  overhaul  the  provisions,  and  examine  the  ship's 
stores.''  Grace  pulled  her  hood  down  again,  and  said  no 
more.  The  woman  they  called  6fDeb”  was  now  wide 
awake,  and  staring  about  her  with  the  greatest  satisfaction. 

“ Come,  John  Nuthall/'  Barnaby  went  on,  “ we  are  hungry 
and  thirsty.  Where  is  the  list  I made  for  thee?  Thou  art  our 
purser,  our  supercargo,  our  cook,  and  our  steward;  thou  art 
also  bo's'n  and  carpenter,  and  half  the  crew.  Where  is  my 
list,  I say?  Give  it  me,  and  we  will  examine  our  stores.  Look 
up.  Sis;  never  cry  over  what  is  done  and  over.  WJiat?  A 
villain  hath  received  a lesson  and  thou  hangest  thy  head  there- 
for? Look  up,  I say.  There  is  now  hope  for  all;  thou  shalt 
merrily  dance  at  my  wedding  yet.'' 

Then  he  read  the  list,  and  examined  each  parcel  or  box  with 
great  care. 

“ A hundred  and  a half  of  bread,  a soft  cheese,  plantains,  a 
keg  of  water  (nine  gallons),  six  bottles  of  Canary  (not  one 
broken),  a compass,  a half-hour  glass,  a spare  rug  ('tis  over 
Robin's  legs),  flint  and  steel,  a bit  of  tarpaulin,  a hatchet  and 
hammer,  a saw,  some  nails,  a spar  or  two,  a coil  of  rope  and 
yarn,  a lump  of  tobacco  (we  can  chew  it,  though  I would 
rather  put  it  into  a pipe),  candles — faugh!  they  are  run  to- 
gether in  a lump;  they  will  serve  to  calk  something  pres- 
ently.'' 

We  had,  in  fact,  no  light  during  our  voyage,  but  the  tallow 
proved  useful  when — I think  it  was  the  next  day — the  boat 
started  a leak. 

This  was  all  our  store.  'Twas  not  much  for  six  people,  but 
Barnaby  hoped  that  the  voyage  would  be  short.  If  he  should 
be  disappointed,  who  would  not  put  up  with  short  rations  for 
a day  or  two  for  the  sake  of  freedom? 

“ And  now,''  he  said,  when  everything  was  stowed  according 
to  his  mind,  “ we  will  have  breakfast.  Our  provisions  are  no 
great  things;  but,  after  the  accursed  loblollie,  a bit  of  bread 
and  cheese  will  be  a feast.'' 

A feast  indeed  it  was,  and  our  captain  gratified  us  further 
by  opening  a flask  of  Canary,  which  raised  all  our  hearts. 
Strange  that  men  should  be  able  to  recover  their  spirits,  which 
should  be  independent  of  the  creature  comforts,  by  a dram  of 
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• wine!  As  for  Barnaby,  I thought  he  would  have  kissed  the 
bottle. 

“It  is  now  three  months  and  more,”  he  said,  “that  we 
have  had  nothing  save  a sup  of  kill-devil  fresh  from  the  still, 
and  now  we  are  mercifully  permitted  to  taste  again  a glass  of 
Canary.  *Tis  too  much!”  he  sighed,  drinking  his  ration. 
“ Well,  we  have  but  a few  bottles,  and  the  voyage  may  be 
longer  than  we  hope;  therefore  we  must  go  upon  short  allow- 
ance. But  fear  not.  Sis:  there  shall  always  be  enough  for 
Bobin,  poor  lad.” 

He  then  proceeded  to  tell  us  what  he  intended,  and  whither 
he  would  steer. 

“ We  have  no  chart,”  he  said.  “ What  then?  I can  draw 
one  as  good  as  they  are  made  to  steer  by  in  these  seas.”  He 
#>uld  not  draw  one,  because  he  had  no  paper  or  pencil;  but  he 
carved  one  with  the  point  of  his  knife*  on  the  seat,  and  marked 
out  our  course  upon  it  day  by  day.  “ See,”  he  said:  “ here  is 
Barbadoes.  Our  course  all  night  hath  been  sou^-west.  She 
now  makes  five  knots  an  hour.  It  is  now  eight,  I take  it;  and 
we  must  therefore  be  about  forty  miles  from  Barbadoes.  To- 
morrow morning  we  should  make  the  Grenadilloes,  which  are. 
a hundred  and  fifty  miles  from  Carlisle  Bay.  Hark  ye!  There 
may  be  a Bristol  vessel  sailing  from  Great  Grenada  to  Barba- 
does, or  the  other  way.  That  would  be  the  devil.  But  such 
ships  are  rare,  and  there  is  no  trade  between  the  two  islands. 
Well,  we  shall  give  Grenada  as  wide  a berth  as  may  be.  ” Here 
he  considered  a little.  “ Therefore  Twill  be  our  wiser  plan  to 
bear  more  to  the  south.  Once  south  of  Grenada,  I take  it, 
there  will  be  no  more  danger.  Off  the  main  of  South  America, 
the  sea  is  covered  with  islands.  They  are  No-Man 9s  Land: 
inhabitants  have  they  none:  navigators,  for  the  most  part, 
know  them  not:  English,  French,  and  Spanish  ships  come 
never  to  these  islands.  My  purpose,  therefore,  is  to  put  in  at 
Great  Margaritos  or  Tortuga  for  rest  and  fresh  water,  and  so 
presently  make  the  Dutch  island  of  Curagoa.” 

“ And  after  that?” 

“ Then,  my  lad,  we  shall  take  ship  to  some  country  where 
a sailor  may  get  a berth  and  a physician  may  find  patients.  It 
must  be  to  Holland  first;  but  never  fear;  we  shall  get  back  to 
England  some  time;  and  perhaps  fight  another  battle,  with  a 
different  tale  to  tell  afterward.” 

As  the  day  advanced,  the  coast  of  Barbadoes  continually  re- 
ceded, until,  before  sunset,  the  island  lay  like  a purple  cloud 
low  down  in  the  horizon.  The  north-east  breeze  blew  steadily, 
but  the  sun  caused  a most  dreadful  heat  in  the  ai?,  and  our 
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eyes  smarted  from  the  glare  of  the  water  and  the  spray  that  # 
was  blown  upon  us.  It  was  at  this  time  that  Barnaby  con- 
structed the  tilt  of  which  I have  spoken.  The  sea  lay  spread 
out  round  us  in  a broad  circle,  of  which  we  were  the  center, 
and  the  cloudless  blue  sky  lay  over  us  like  unto  a roof  laid 
there  for  us  alone.  It  is  only  in  a ship  one  doth  feel  thus 
alone,  in  the  center  of  creation;  even  as  if  there  were  nothing 
but  the  sea  around,  the  sky  above,  and  our  boat  in  the  center. 
Thus  must  the  Patriarch  Noah  have  felt  when  his  ark  floated 
upon  the  vast  face  of  the  water,  and  even  the  tops  of  the  high 
hills  were  hidden  and  covered  over.  All  day  Barnaby  scanned 
the  horizon  anxiously;  but  there  came  into  sight  no  sail  or  ship 
whatever.  To  us,  who  sometimes  see  the  vessels  lying  in  a 
crowded  port,  and  hear  how  they  bring  argosies  from  every 
land,  it  seems  as  if  every  part  of  the  ocean  must  be  cover Sk. 
with  sails  driving  before  the  wind,  from  whatever  quarter  it 
may  blow.  But  he  who  considers  the  “ Mappa  Mundi 99  will 
presently  discover  that  there  are  vast  expanses  of  sea  where 
never  a sail  is  seen,  unless  it  be  the  fugitive  sail  of  the  pirate 
or  the  bark  canoe  of  the  native.  We  were  now  nearing  such 
a lonely  sea  or  part  of  the  ocean.  Barnaby  knew,  what  these 
planters  did  not,  how  to  steer  across  the  unknown  water  to  a 
port  of  safety  beyond. 

At  midday  our  captain  served  out  another  drink  of  water, 
and  to  Eobin  I gave  a sop  of  bread  in  Canary,  which  he  seemed 
to  suck  up  and  to  swallow  with  readiness. 

In  such  a voyage,  where  there  is  nothing  to  do  but  to  keep 
the  ship  on  her  course  and  to  watch  the  horizon  for  a strange 
sail,  one  speedily  falls  into  silence,  and  sits  many  hours  with- 
out speech,  sometimes  falling  asleep,  lulled  by  the  ripple  of 
the  water  as  the  boat  flies  through  it. 

I have  said  nothing  about  the  man  John  Nuthall.  He  was 
a plain,  honest-looking  man,  and  we  found  him  throughout  all 
this  business  faithful,  brave,  and  patient,  obedient  to  Barnaby, 
and  of  an  even  temper,  and  contented  with  his. share.  That 
he  had  formerly  been  a thief  in  his  native  country  can  not  be 
denied,  but  I hope  that  we  shall  not  deny  to  any  man  the  right 
of  repentance. 

Barnaby  divided  the  crew — namely,  himself,  John  Nuthall, 
and  me~into  three  watches  of  eight  hours  each,  of  which  each 
man  kept  two  at  a stretch.  Thus,  beginning  the  day  at  noon, 
which  was  the  only  time  we  knew  for  certain,  Barnaby  would 
himself  (but  this  was  after  the  first  two  days)  lie  down  and 
sleep  till  sunset,  or  a little  later.  Then  John  Nuthall  lay 
down  and  took  his  turn  of  sleep  till  Barnaby  thought  it  was 
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two  o’clock  in  the  morning,  when  he  woke  him  and  I took  his 
place.  But  for  the  first  day  or  two  Barnaby  slept  not  at  all, 
and  the  whole  of  the  voyage  he  slept  as  a good  watch-dog 
sleeps,  namely,  with  one  eye  open. 

At  sunset  he  gave  out  another  pannikin  of  cold  water  to 
each  of  us,  a ration  of  bread  and  cheese,  and  a dram  of  wine. 
Then  he  commanded  John  Nuthall  to  lie  down  and  sleep, 
while  I took  the  tiller  and  he  himself  held  the  rcpes.  Then 
the  night  fell  once  more  upon  us.  , 

Presently,  while  we  sat  there  in  silence,  Grace  rose  from  her 
seat,  and  came  aft  and  sat  down  beside  me. 

44  Humphrey,”  she  whispered,  44  think  you  that  he  is  truly 
dead?”  She  was  speaking,  not  of  Bobin,  but  of  the  master. 

44  I know  not,  my  dear.” 

44  I can  think  of  nothing  but  of  that  man’s  sudden  end,  and 
of  what  may  happen  to  us.  Say  something  to  comfort  me, 
Humphrey!  You  always  had  some  good  word  to  say,  like 
manna  for  refreshment.  My  soul  is  low  in  the  dust;  I can  not 
even  pray.” 

44  Why,  my  dear?”  What  could  I say?  44  ’Tis  true  that 
the  man  was  struck  down,  and  that  suddenly.  And  yet — ” 

44  To  think  that  my  brother — that  Barnaby — should  have 
killed  him!” 

46  Why,”  said  Barnaby,  44  if  some  one  had  to  kill  him,  why 
not  I as  well  as  another?  What  odds  who  killed  him?” 

44  Oh!”  she  said, 44  that  a man  should  be  called  away  at  such 
a moment,  when  his  brain  was  reeling  with  wine  and  wicked 
thoughts!” 

44  He  was  not  dead,”  I told  her  (though  I knew  very  well 
what  would  be  the  end),  44  when  we  came  away.  Many  a man 
recovers  who  hath  had  a sword-thrust  through  the  body.  He 
may  now  be  on  the  mend — who  can  tell?”  Yet  I knew,  I say, 
very  well,  how  it  must  have  ended.  44  Consider,  my  dear:  he 
tempted  the  wrath  of  God,  if  any  man  ever  did.  If  he  is  de- 
stroyed, on  his  own  head  be  it — not  on  ours.  If  he  recover, 
he  will  have  had  a lesson  which  will  serve  him  for  the  rest  of 
his  life.  If  he  doth  not  recover,  he  may  have  time  left  him 
for  something  of  repentance  and  of  prayer.  Why,  Grace,  if 
we  get  safely  to  our  port  we  ought  to  consider  the  punishment 
of  this  sinner  (which  was  in  self-defense,  as  one  may  truly  say) 
the  very  means  granted  by  Providence  for  our  own  escape. 
How  else  should  we  have  got  away?  How  else  should  we  have 
resolved  to  venture  all,  even  to  carrying  Kobin  with  us?”  All 
this,  I repeat,  I said  to  encourage  her,  because,  if  I know 
aught  of  wounds,  a man  bleeding  inwardly  of  a sword-thrust 
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through  his  vitals  would  have  short  time  for  the  collecting  of 
his  thoughts  or  the  repentance  of  his  sins,  being  as  truly  cut  off 
in  the  midst  of  them  as  if  he  had  been  struck  down  by  a thun- 
der-bolt. A man  may  groan  and  writhe  under  the  dreadful 
torture  of  such  a wound,  but  there  is  little  room  for  meditation 
or  for  repentance. 

Then  I asked  her  if  she  was  in  fear  as  to  the  event  of  the 
voyage. 

“I  fear  nothing,”  she, told  me,  “but  to  be  captured  and 
taken  back  to  the  place  whence  we  came,  there  to  be  put  in 
prison  and  flogged.  That  is  my  only  fear.  Humphrey,  we 
have  suffered  so  much  that  this  last  shame  would  be  too  great 
for  me  to  bear.  Oh!  to  be  tied  up  before  all  the  men,  and 
flogged  like  the  black  women — *twould  kill  me,  Humphrey!” 

“ Grace,”  1 said,  very  earnestly,  “are  thou,  indeed,  brave 
enough  to  endure  death  itself  rather  than  this  last  barbarity?” 

“Oh!  Death!  — death!”  she  cried,  clasping  her  hands. 
“ What  is  death  to  me,  who  have  lost  everything?” 

“ Nay,  but  consider,  my  dear.  To  die  at  sea — it  means  to 
sink  down  under  the  cold  water  out  of  the  light  of  day;  to  be 
choked  for  want  of  air;  perhaps  to  be  devoured  quick  by 
sharks;  to  lie  at  the  bottom  of  the  water,  the  sea- weed  grow- 
ing over  your  bones;  to  be  rolled  about  by  the  troubled 
waves — ” 

“ Humphrey,  these  are  old  wives*  tales.  Why,  if  it  had 
been  lawful,  I would  have  killed  myself  long  ago.  But  I must 
not  lose  Heaven  as  well  as  earth.  A brief  pang  it  is  to  die, 
and  then  to  be  happy  forever.  What  do  I care  whether  the 
sea-weed  covers  my  bones  or  the  cold  clay?  Oh,  Humphrey! 
Humphrey!  why  should  1 care  any  longer  to  live?** 

“ My  dear,**  I said,  “if  we  escape  in  safety  there  may  yet 
be  happiness  in  store.  No  man  knoweth  the  future.**  She 
shook  her  head.  “ Happiness,**  I told  her,  “ doth  not  com- 
monly come  to  man  in  the  way  which  he  most  desires  and 
prays.  For  if  he  doth  obtain  the  thing  for  which  he  hath  so 
ardently  prayed,  he  presently  finds  that  the  thing  bringeth 
not  the  joy  he  so  much  expected.  Or  it  comes  too  late,  as  is 
the  case  often  with  honors  and  wealth,  when  one  foot  is  already 
in  the  grave.  1 mean,  my  dear,  that  we  must  not  despair  be- 
cause the  thing  which  most  we  desired  is  taken  from  us.  Per- 
haps we  ought  not  to  desire  anything  at  all  except  what  the 
Lord  shall  provide.  But  that  is  a hard  saying,  and  if  men 
desired  nothing,  it  is  certain  that  they  would  no  longer  work.** 
I talked  thus  at  length  to  divert  her  mind  from  her  troubles. 
“ To  thee,  poor  child,**  I said,  “have  been  given  afflictions 
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many  and  great — the  loss  of  godly  parents,  a husband  whom 
thou  must  avoid,  and  the  deprivation  of  earthly  love.  Yet 
since  thou  art  so  brave,  Grace,  I will  tell  thee — I thought  not 
to  tell  thee  anything  of  this — ” 

44  What,  Humphrey?  What?” 

44  Briefly,  Grace,  thou  shalt  not  be  taken  alive.  ” 

44  How?  unless  you  kill  me?”  r 

44  We  are  agreed,  my  dear — Barnaby  and  1 — that  if  we  can 
not  escape  any  boats  which  may  pursue  us,  the  boat  shall  be 
sunk,  and  so  we  shall  all  drown  together.  Indeed,  Grace,  I 
confess  that  I am  not  myself  so  much  in  love  with  life  as  to 
return  to  that  captivity  and  intolerable  oppression  from  which 
we  have  gotten  away.  Therefore,  be  assured,  we  will  all 
drown  rather  than  go  back.” 

44  Oh!”  she  sighed,  but  with  relief,  44  now  shall  I fear  noth- 
ing. 1 have  not  lost  everything,  since  I have  thee  still — and 
Barnaby.  Alas!  my  head  has  been  so  full  of  what  madame 
said — that  we  should  be  certainly  caught,  and  all  of  us  flogged. 
To  be  flogged ! Who  would  not  rather  die?”  She  shivered 
the  trembled.  44  To  be  flogged! — Humphrey,  I could  not  bear 
the  shame!”  She  trembled  and  shivered  at  the  very  thought. 

44  Fear  not,  my  dear,”  I said;  44  there  are  those  in  the  boat 
who  love  thee  too  well  to  suffer  that  extreme  of  barbarity. 
Put  that  fear  out  of  thy  mind.  Think  only  that  we  may  have 
to  die,  but  that  we  shall  not  be  taken.  To  die,  indeed,  is  very 
likely  our  fate;  for  we  have  but  a quarter  of  an  inch  of  frail 
wood  between  us  and  the  seas.  If  a storm  should  arise,  we  fill 
with  water  and  go  down;  if  the  wind  should  drop,  we  should 
be  becalmed,  and  so  perish  miserably  of  hunger  and  thirst;  if 
Barnaby  steer  not  aright — ” 

44  Humphrey,”  said  Barnaby,  46  fill  not  her  innocent  head 
with  rubbish.  *Tis  not  the  time  of  tornadoes,  and  there  will 
be  no  storm.  The  wind  at  this  season  never  drops,  therefore 
we  shall  not  lie  becalmed.  And  as  for  my  steering  aright, 
why,  with  a compass,  am  I a lubber?” 

4fc  Brother,”  she  said,  44  if  I am  not  to  be  flogged,  the  rest 
concerns  me  little.  Let  us  say  no  more  about  it.  I am  now 
easy  in  my  mind.  Robin  sleeps,  Humphrey:  he  hath  slept 
since  the  sun  went  down,  and  this  afternoon  he  looked  as  if  he 
knew  me.  Also  he  took  the  bread  sopped  in  Canary  eagerly, 
as  if  he  relished  it.” 

44  These  seas,”  said  Barnaby,  44  are  full  of  sharks.” 

I knew  not  what  he  meant,  because  we  were  speaking  cf 

Robin. 
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“ Sharks  have  got  their  senses,  as  well  as  humans/*  he 
went  on. 

Still  I understood  him  not. 

“ When  a man  on  board  a ship  is  going  to  die  the  sharks 
find  it  out,  and  they  follow  that  ship  until  he  dies  and  is  flung 
overboard.  Then  they  devour  his  body  and  go  away,  unless 
tltere  is  more  to  follow.  I have  looked  for  sharks,  and  there 
are  none  following  the  boat;  wherefore,  though  I am  not  a 
doctor,  I am  sure  that  Eobin  will  not  die.  ** 

“I  know  not  at  all/*  I said,  “how  that  may  be.  There 
are  many  things  believed  by  sailors  which  are  superstitions — 
fond  beliefs  nourished  by  the  continual  presence  of  perils.  On 
the  other  hand,  the  senses  of  man  are  notoriously  as  far  below 
those  of  creatures  as  their  intellects  are  above  them  (yet  a skill- 
ful man  may  read  the  premonition  of  death  in  a sick  man*s 
face).  Therefore  I know  not  but  a shark  may  have  a sense 
like  unto  the  eye  of  a hawk  or  the  scent  of  a hound,  with  which 
to  sniff  the  approach  of  death  afar  off.  Let  us  comfort  our- 
selves, Grace,  with  Barnaby*s  assurance.** 

“ *Tis  a well-proved  and  tried  thing/*  said  Barnaby;  “ and 
sailors,  let  me  tell  thee.  Master  Doctor,  have  no  superstitions 
or  idle  beliefs.** 

“ Well,  that  may  be.  As  to  Eobin*s  disease,  I can  pro- 
nounce nothing  upon  it.  Nay,  had  1 the  whole  library  of 
Padua  to  consult,  I could  learn  nothing  that  would  help  me. 
First,  the  mind  falls  into  a languishing  and  spiritless  condition. 
That  causeth  the  body  to  lie  open  to  attacks  of  any  disease 
which  may  be  threatening.  Then  the  body,  being  ill  at  ease, 
works  upon  the  mind,  and  causes  it  to  wander  beyond  control. 
So  that  the  soul,  which  is  bound  up  with  body  and  mind,  can 
not  show  herself  or  manifest  her  will.  It  is  the  will  which 
shows  the  presence  of  |the  soul:  the  will  which  governs  body 
and  mind  alike.  But  if  I know  aught  of  disease,  if  a change 
comes  upon  Eobin  it  will  either  swiftly  cure  or  swiftly  kill.** 

“Humphrey/*  she  whispered,  “if  he  recover,  how  shall  I 
meet  his  face?  How  shall  I reply  when  he  asks  me  concerning 
my  faith?** 

“ My  dear,  he  knows  all.  *Twas  that  knowledge,  the  pity 
of  it,  and  the  madness  of  it — believe  me — which  threw  him 
into  so  low  a condition.** 

“ I have  looked  daily  for  reproaches  in  thy  kind  eyes,  Hum- 
phrey. I have  found  none,  truly.  But  from  Eobin — oh!  I 
dare  not  think  of  meeting  those  eyes  of  his.** 

“ Eeproach  thee  will  he  never,  Grace.  Sorrow  and  love,  1 
doubt  not,  will  lie  in  his  eyes  all  his  life.  What  thou  hast 
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done  was  for  him,,  and  for  thy  father  and  thy  brother  and  for 
all  of  us.  But,  oh!  the  pity — and  the  villainy!  Fear  not  to 
meet  the  poor  lad’s  eyes,  Grace. ” 

“ I long  to  see  the  light  of  reason  in  those  dear  eyes — and 
yet  I fear.  Humphrey,  l am  married,  but  against  my  will.  1 
am  a wife,  and  yet  no  wife.  I am  resolved  that,  come  what 
may,  I will  never,  never  go  to  my  husband.  And  I love  my 
Robin  still — oh!”  she  sobbed,  “ 1 love  my  Robin  still!” 

“ If  we  die,”  1 told  her, 6 6 you  shall  go  down  with  your  arm 
round  his  neck,  and  so  you  shall  die  together.  ” 

Then  we  sat  silent  awhile. 

“ My  dear,”  I said,  “ lie  down  and  take  some  sleep.” 

“ I can  not  sleep,  Humphrey,  for  the  peace  of  mind  which 
hath  fallen  upon  me.  If  Robin  now  come  to  his  senses  again 
I shall  not  fear  him.  And  the  night,  it  is  so  peaceful — so  cool 
and  so  peaceful  ” — the  wind  had  dropped  till  there  was  barely 
enough  to  fill  the  sail,  and  only  enough  way  on  the  boat  to 
make  a soft  murmur  of  the  water  along  her  sides.  “ The  sea 
is  so  smooth;  the  sky  is  so  bright  and  so  full  of  stars.  Can 
there  be  anywhere  a peace  like  this?  Alas!  if  we  could  sail 
still  upon  a silent  and  peaceful  ocean!  But  we  must  land 
somewhere.  There  will  be  men,  and  *where  there  are  men 
there  is  wickedness,  with  drink  and  wrath  and  evil  passions — 
such  as  we  have  left  behind  us.  Humphrey — oh,  my  brother 
Humphrey! — it  would  be  sweet  if  the  boat  would  sink  beneath 
us  now,  and  so,  with  Robin’s  hand  in  mine,  we  could  all  go 
together  to  the  happy  land  where  there  is  neither  marrying 
nor  giving  in  marriage.  ” 

From  beneath  the  tilt  there  came  a voice.  1 verily  believe 
it  was  answer  sent  straight  from  Heaven  to  comfc *t  this  poor 
faithful  soul.  “ Grace  — it  was  the  voice  of  Robin,  in  his 
right  mind  at  last — “ Grace,”  he  said,  “ we  will  continue  to 
love  each  other,  yet  without  sin.  ” 

“Oh,  Robin!  Robin!”  She  moved  quickly  to  his  side  and 
fell  upon  her  knees.  “ Robin,  thou  wilt  recover!” 

“Stay!”  I interposed.  “Robin  will  first  have  a cup  of 
cordial.” 

“ I have  been  sleeping,”  he  said:  “ I know  not  what  hath 
happened.  We  are  in  a boat,  it  seems,  and  on  the  open  sea! 
Unless  1 am  still  dreaming,  we  are  slaves  to  a planter  in  Bar- 
badoes.  And  this  is  Grace — who  was  in  England!  and  I know 
not  what  it  means.” 

“ You  have  been  ill,  Robin,”  I told  him.  “ You  have  been 
nigh  unto  death.  Many  things  have  happened,  of  which  we 
will  speak,  but  not  now.  Grace  is  at  your  side,  and  Barnaby 
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is  navigating  the  boat.  Drink  this  cup  of  wine — so.  Sleep 
now,  and  in  the  morning,  if  it  please  Heaven,  you  shall  be  so 
strong  that  you  shall  hear  everything.  Ask  no  more  ques- 
tions, but  sleep.  Give  him  your  hand,  Grace. ” 

She  obeyed  me,  sitting  at  his  side  and  taking  his  hand  in 
hers,  and  so  continued  for  the  rest  of  the  night,  Eobin  sleep- 
ing peacefully. 

In  a word,  he  was  restored.  The  fresh  sea-breeze  brought 
him  back  to  life  and  reason;  and  though  he  was  still  weak,  he 
was  now  as  sound  in  his  mind  as  any  man  could  desire  to  be. 
And  in  the  morning  we  told  him  all  that  had  been  done, 
whereat  he  marveled. 

Grace  might  love  him  still.  That  was  most  true,  yet  4)e- 
tween  them  stood  the  man.  Why,  there  was  another  man  in 
the  boat  who  also  loved  a girl  he  could  never  wed.  His  pas- 
sion, I swear,  was  full  of  constancy,  tenderness,  and  patience. 
Would  Eobin  be  as  patient? 

When  the  day  broke  again  we  were  still  sailing  over  a lovely 
sea,  with  never  a sail  in  sight,  and  never  a sign  of  land. 

But  now  Eobin  was  sitting  up,  his  face  pale  and  his  hands 
thin.  But  the  light  of  reason  was  in  his  eyes,  and  on  his  lips 
such  a smile  of  tenderness  as  we  were  wont  to  see  there  in  the 
days  of  old. 

“ Said  1 not,”  cried  Barnaby,  “ that  he  would  recover? 
Trust  the  sharks  for  common  sense.  And  again  an  open  sea, 
with  never  a sail  in  sight.  Praise  the  Lord,  therefore!” 

But  Grace,  when  the  sun  rose  above  the  waves,  threw  back 
her  hood,  and  burst  forth  into  singing: 

“ Oh,  Lord,  how  glorious  is  Thy  grace, 

And  wondrous  large  Thy  love, 

At  such  a dreadful  time  and  place, 

To  such  as  faithful  prove!” 

The  tears  came  into  my  eyes  only  to  see  the  change  that 
had  fallen  upon  her  gracious,  smiling  countenance.  It  was 
not,  truly,  the  sweet  and  happy  face  that  we  remembered  be- 
fore her  troubles  fell  upon  her,  but  that  face  graver  with  the 
knowledge  of  evil  and  of  pain.  And  now  it  was  like  unto  such 
a face  as  one  may  see  in  many  an  altar-piece  in  Italy,  glorified 
with  gratitude  and  love. 

Then  the  woman  called  “ Deb  ” fell  to  weeping  and  blub- 
bering for  very  joy  that  her  mistress  looked  happy  again. 
*Twas  a faithful,  loving  creature. 

cf  Humphrey,”  said  Grace,  “ forgive  me  that  I murmured. 
Things  that  are  done  can  not  be  undone.  Eobin  is  restored  to 
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us.  With  three  such  brothers,  who  should  not  be  content  to 
live?  I hope  now  that  we  shall  get  safely  to  our  port;  but  if 
we  die,  we  shall  die  contented,  in  each  other’s  arms.  Going 
through  the  Yale  of  Misery,”  she  added,  softly,  44  we  will  use 
it  as  a well.” 


CHAPTER  XLVI1. 

“ I take  it,”  said  Barnaby,  on  the  third  morning — the 
weather  continuing  fine  and  the  sea  clear  of  ships — “ that  we 
are  now  clear  out  of  the  track  of  any  British  vessels.  We  may 
fall  into  the  hands  of  the  Spaniard;  but  he  is  mild  and  merci- 
ful of  late  compared  with  his  temper  a hundred  years  ago. 
’Tis  true  we  have  given  him  many  lessons  in  humanity.  We 
should  now  before  nightfall  make  the  islands  of  Testigos;  but 
I think  they  are  only  rocks  and  sandy  flats,  such  as  they  call 
keys,  where  we  need  not  land,  seeing  that  we  should  get  noth- 
ing by  so  doing,  except  to  get  out  of  the  way,  and  so  make  the 
rations  shorter.  Robin  ” — ’twas  at  breakfast,  when  he  served 
out  a dram  of  wine  to  every  one — “ I drink  to  thy  better 
health,  lad.  Thou  hast  cheated  the  devil.  Nay,  Sis,  look  not 
so  angry! — I meant,  thou  wilt  not  go  to  heaven  this  bout.  Up 
heart,  then,  and  get  strong!  We  will  find  thee  another  sweet- 
heart, who  shall  make  thee  lift  up  thy  head  again.  What?  Is 
there  but  one  woman  in  the  world?  I was  saying,  then,”  he 
went  on,  “ that  we  shall  presently  make  the  islands  of  Tes- 
tigos. There  folio weth  thereafter,  to  one  who  steereth  west,  a 
swarm  of  little  islands.  ’Twas  here  that  the  pirates  used  to  lie 
in  the  good  old  days,  snug  and  retired,  with  their  girls  and 
their  drink.  Ay,  and  plenty  of  both!  A happy  time  they 
had!”  Barnaby  wagged  his  head  and  sighed.  “ South  of  this 
archipelago  (which  I will  some  day  visit,  in  order  to  search  for 
treasure)  there  lieth  the  great  and  mountainous  island  of  Mar- 
garita. This  great  island  we  shall  do  well  to  keep  upon  our 
south,  and  so  bear  away  to  the  desert  island  of  Tortuga,  where 
we  shall  find  water  for  certain — and  that,  I have  been  told,  the 
best  spring- water  that  flows;  turtles  we  may  also  find,  and  fish 
we  may  catch;  and  when  we  have  recovered  our  strength, 
with  a few  days’  rest  ashore,  we  will  once  more  put  to  sea  and 
make  for  the  island  of  Curatjoa  and  the  protection  of  the 
Dutchmen.  ” 

It  needs  not  to  tell  much  more  about  the  voyage,  in  which 
we  were  favored  by  Heaven  with  everything  that  we  could  de- 
sire— a steady  breeze  from  the  best  quarter,  a sea  never  too 
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rough,  provisions  in  sufficiency,  the  absence  of  any  ships,  and, 
above  all,  the  recovery  of  Robin. 

1 say,  then,  that  we  sighted  (and  presently  passed)  the  group 
of  islets  called  the  Testigos;  that  we  coasted  along  the  great 
island  of  Margarita,  where  we  landed  not,  because  Barnaby 
feared  that  certain  smoke  which  we  saw  might  betoken  the 
presence  of  the  Spaniard,  whom,  in  spite  of  his  new  character 
for  mildness,  he  was  anxious  to  avoid.  'Tis  strange  thus  to 
sail  along  the  shore  of  a great  island  whereon  are  no  inhab- 
itants, or,  if  any,  a few  sailors  put  in  for  water,  for  turtle,  and 
for  cocoa-nuts — to  see  afar  off  the  forests  climbing  round  the 
mountain-sides,  the  water-falls  leaping  over  the  precipices— 
and  to  think  of  the  happy  life  one  might  lead  in  such  a place, 
far  from  men  and  their  ways.  I confess  (since  my  mistress 
will  never  see  this  page)  that  my  thoughts  for  a whole  day, 
while  we  sailed  along  the  shores  of  Margarita,  turned  upon 
those  pirates  of  whom  Barnaby  spoke.  They  lived  here  at 
ease,  and  in  great  happiness.  ^Tis  of  such  a life  that  a man 
sometimes  dreams.  But  if  he  were  suffered  so  to  lie  in  sloth, 
farewell  Heaven!  Farewell  future  hopes!  Farewell  our  old 
talk  of  lifting  the  soul  above  the  flesh!  Let  us  henceforth  live 
the  lives  of  those  who  are  content  (since  they  can  have  no 
more)  with  a few  years  of  love  and  wine  and  revelry!  It  is  in 
climates  like  that  of  the  West  Indies  that  such  a temptation 
seizes  on  men  the  most  strongly,  for  here  everything  is  made 
for  man^s  enjoyment:  here  is  no  cold,  no  frost,  no  snow  or  ice; 
here  eternal  summer  reigns,  and  the  world  seems  made  for  the 
senses  and  for  nothing  else.  Of  these  confessions  enough. 
^Twas  impossible  that  in  such  a luxurious  dream  the  image  of 
Grace  could  have  any  part. 

We  landed,  therefore,  on  the  desert  island  of  Tortuga,  where 
we  remained  for  several  days,  hauling  up  our  boat  and  cover- 
ing her  with  branches  to  keep  off  the  sun.  Here  we  lived  lux- 
uriously upon  turtle,  fresh  fish,  the  remains  of  our  bread,  and 
what  was  left  of  our  Canary;  setting  up  huts  in  which  we  could 
sleep,  and  finding  water  of  the  freshest  and  brightest  I ever 
saw.  Here  Robin  mended  apace,  and  began  to  walk  about 
with  no  more  help  from  his  nurses. 

We  were  minded,  as  1 have  said,  topsail  as  far  as  the  island 
of  Curagoa,  but  an  accident  prevented  this.. 

One  day,  when  we  had  been  ashore  for  ten  days  or  there- 
abouts, we  were  terrified  by  the  eight  of  a small  vessel  rigged 
in  the  fashion  of  a ketch — that  is,  with  a small  mizzen- — beat- 
ing about  outside  the  bay,  which  is  the  only  port  of  Tortuga. 

“ She  will  put  in  here,”  said  Barnaby.  “ That  is  most  cer- 
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tain.  Now,  from  the  cut  of  her,  she  is  of  New  England  build, 
and  from  the  handling  of  her  she  is  under-manned;  and  I 
think  that  we  have  nothing  to  fear  from  her,  unless  she  is 
bound  for  Barbadoes,  or  for  Grenada,  or  Jamaica.-” 

Presently  the  vessel  came  to  anchor,  and  a small  boat  was 
lowered,  into  which  three  men  descended.  They  were  un- 
armed. 

“ She  is  certainly  from  New  England,”  said  Barnaby. 
“ Well,  they  are  not  from  Barbadoes  in  quest  of  us,  otherwise 
they  would  not  send  ashore  three  unarmed  men  to  capture  four 
desperate  men.  That  is  certain.  And  as  we  can  not  hide  our 
boat,  though  we  might  hide  ourselves,  I will  e'en  go  forth  and 
parley  with  these  strangers.” 

This  he  did,  we  watching  from  a safe  place.  The  conversa- 
tion was  long  and  earnest,  and  apparently  friendly.  Presently 
Barnaby  returned  to  us. 

“ There  offers,”  he  said,  “ a chance  which  is  perhaps  better 
than  to  make  for  Cura^oa,  where,  after  all,  we  might  get 
scurvy  treatment.  These  men,  in  a word,  are  privateers;  or, 
since  we  are  at  war  with  none,  they  are  pirates.  They  fitted 
out  a brigantine,  or  bilander  (I  know  not  which),  and  designed 
to  sail  round  Cape  Horn  to  attack  the  Spaniard  on  the  South 
Seas.  On  the  way  they  took  a prize,  which  you  now  see  in  the 
bay.  Ten  men  were  sent  aboard  to  navigate  her  as  a tender 
to  their  ship.  But  they  fell  into  bad  weather  off  Brazil,  and 
their  ship  went  down  with  all  hands.  Now  they  are  bound  for 
Providence,  only  seven  hands  left,  and  they  will  take  us  aboard 
and  carry  us  to  that  island  for  our  services.  Truly,  I think  we 
should  go.  They  have  provisions  in  plenty,  with  Madeira 
wine;  and  Providence  is  too  far  for  the  arm  of  King  James  to 
reach.  What  say  ye  all?  Grace,  what  sayest  thou?” 

“ Truly,  brother,  I say  nothing.” 

“ Then  we  will  agree,  and  go  with  them.” 

We  went  on  board,  taking  with  us  a good  supply  of  turtle, 
clear  water,  and  cocoa-nuts  (being  all  that  the  isle  afforded). 
Honest  fellows  we  found  our  pirates  to  be.  They  belonged  to 
the  island  of  Providence,  in  the  Bahamas,  which  hath  long- 
been  the  rendezvous  of  English  privateers.  Ten  years  before 
this  the  Spaniards  plucked  up  courage  to  attack  and  destroy 
the  settlement,  when  those  who  escaped  destruction  found  shel- 
ter in  some  of  the  adjacent  islands,  or  on  the  mainland  of  Vir- 
ginia. Now  some  of  them  have  come  back  again,  and  this  set- 
tlement, or  colony,  is  re-established. 

Thither,  therefore,  we  sailed.  It  seemed  as  if  we  were  be- 
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come  a mere  shuttlecock  of  fortune,  beaten  and  driven  hither 
and  thither  upon  the  face  of  the  earth. 

CHAPTER  XLVIII. 

THE  ISLAND  OF  PROVIDENCE. 

It  was  some  time  in  the 'month  of  March,  A.  d.  1686,  that 
we  landed  in  Providence.  The  settlement — from  which  the 
Spaniards  had  now  nothing  to  fear — then  consisted  (it  is  now, 
I learn,  much  larger)  of  no  more  than  one  hundred  and  fifty- 
people  in  all,  the  men  being  all  sailors,  and  ready  to  carry  on 
again  the  old  trade  of  privateer  or  pirate,  as  you  please  to  call 
it,  when  they  should  be  strong  enough  to  buy  or  hire  a ship 
and  to  equip  her. 

We  stayed  on  the  island  for  two  years  and  a quarter,  or 
thereabouts.  It  is  one  of  an  archipelago,  for  the  most  part,  I 
believe,  desert.  The  settlement  was,  as  I have  said,  but  a 
small  one,  living  in  scattered  houses;  there  were  plenty  of  these 
to  spare  (which  had  belonged  to  the  former  settlement),  if  one 
only  took  the  trouble  to  clear  away  the  creeping  plants  and  cut 
down  the  trees  which  had  grown  up  round  them  since  the 
Spaniards  came  and  destroyed  the  colony.  Such  a house,  built 
of  wood,  with  a shingle  roof,  we  found  convenient  for  us;  and 
after  we  had  cleared  the  ground  round  it  and  repaired  it,  we 
lived  in  it.  Some  of  the  people  helped  us  to  a porker  or  two 
and  some  chickens.  They  also  gave  us  some  salt  beef  and 
maize  to  start  with.  That  we  had  little  money  (only  what 
was  left  over  from  the  sale  of  Graced  ring)  made  no  difference 
to  us  here,  because  no  one  had  any  at  all,  and  at  this  time 
there  was  neither  buying  nor  selling  on  the  island — a happy 
condition  of  things  which  will  not,  I take  it,  last  long.  So 
great  is  the  fertility  of  the  ground  here,  and  such  is  the  abun- 
dance which  prevails,  that  we  very  shortly  found  ourselves  pro- 
vided with  all  that  we  wanted  to  make  life  pleasant.  Work 
there  was  for  us,  but  easy  and  pleasant  work;  such  as  weeding 
our  patches  of  vegetables  and  fruit  in  the  early  mornings;  or 
going  to  fish;  or  planting  maize;  or  attending  to  our  pigs, 
poultry,  and  turkeys;  and,  for  the  rest  of  the  time,  sitting  in 
the  shade  conversing.  It  is  none  too  hot  in  this  place,  though 
one  would  not  in  the  summer  walk  abroad  at  noon;  nor  is  it 
ever  too  cold.  All  the  fruits  which  flourish  under  the  tropics 
grow  here,  with  those  also  which  belong  to  the  temperate 
zone.  Here  are  splendid  forests  where  you  can  cut  the  ma- 
hogany-tree and  build  your  house  if  you  please  of  that  lovely 
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wood.  Here  we  ourselves  grew,  for,  our  own  use,  maize,  to- 
bacco, colfee,  cocoa,  plantains,  pines,  potatoes,  and  many  other 
fruits  and  vegetables. 

Barnaby  soon  grew  tired  of  this  quiet  life,  and  went  on 
board  a vessel  bound  for  New  England,  promising  that  we 
should  hear  from  him.  After  two  years  we  did  receive  a let- 
ter from  him,  as  you  shall  immediately  learn.  When  he  was 
gone  we  carried  on  a quiet  and  peaceful  life.  Books,  paper, 
and  pens  there  were  none  upon  this  island.  Nor  were  there 
any  clothes,  so  that  the  raggedness  of  our  attire  (we  were 
dressed  in  the  sailors*  clothes  our  friends  the  privateers  gave 
us)  became  incredible.  I made  some  kind  of  guitar  on  which 
we  played,  and  in  the  evening  we  would  have  very  good  play- 
ing and  singing  together  of  such  pieces  and  songs  as  we  could 
remember.  I made  verses,  too,  for  amusement,  and  Grace 
learned  them.  We  found  our  brother-settlers  a rough  but 
honest  folk,  to  whom  we  taught  many  arts;  how  to  procure 
sea-salt;  how  to  make  wine  from  pine-apples;  how  to  cure  the 
tobacco  lea^ — things  which  greatly  added  to  their  comfort; 
and,  seeing  that  there  was  no  church  on  the  island,  we  every 
Sabbath  held  a meeting  for  prayer  and  exhortation. 

Seeing,  then,  that  we  had  all  that  man  could  desire — with 
perfect  freedom  from  anxiety,  our  liberty,  a delightful  climate, 
plenty  to  eat  and  drink — ay,  and  of  the  very  best — and  that  at 
home  there  was  nothing  for  us  but  prison  again,  and  to  be 
sent  back  to  the  place  whence  we  had  escaped,  we  ought,  every 
one  \yill  acknowledge,  to  have  felt  the  greatest  contentment 
and  gratitude  for  this  sure  and  quiet  refuge.  We  did  not. 
The  only  contented  members  of  our  household  were  John  Nut- 
hall  and  the  woman  Deb,  who  cheerfully  cultivated  the  garden 
and  fed  the  poultry  and  the  pigs  (for  we  had  now  everything 
around  us  that  is  wanting  to  make  life  pleasant).  Yet  we 
were  not  contented.  I could  read  the  signs  of  impatience  in 
the  face  whose  changes  I had  studied  for  so  long.  Other  women 
would  have  shown  their  discontent  in  ill-temper  and  a shrew- 
ish tongue;  Grace  showed  hers  in  silence,  sitting  apart,  and 
communing  with  herself.  I dare  say  I also  showed  my  own 
discontent;  for  I confess  that  I now  began  to  long  vehemently 
for  books.  Consider,  it  was  more  than  two  years  since  I had 
seen  a book!  There  were  no  books  at  all  on  the  island  of 
Providence — not  one  book,  except  a Bible  or  two,  and,  per- 
haps, a Book  of  Common  Prayer.  I longed,  therefore,  for 
the  smell  of  leather  bindings,  the  sight  of  books  on  shelves, 
and  the  holy  company  of  the  wise  and  the  ingenious.  No  one, 
again,  could  look  upon  Robin  without  perceiving  that  he  was 
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afflicted  with  a constant  yearning  for  that  which  he  could  not 
have.  What  that  was  I understood  very  well,  although  he 
never  opened  his  mind  unto  me. 

Now,  I confess  that  at  this  time  I was  grievously  tormented 
with  the  thought  that,  Grace's  marriage  having  been  no  true 
marriage — because,  first,  she  was  betrayed  and  deceived,  and 
next,  she  had  left  her  husband  at  the  very  church  porch — there 
was  no  reason  in  the  world  why  she  should  not  disregard  that 
ceremony  altogether,  and  contract  a marriage  after  her  own 
heart.  I turned  this  over  in  my  mind  a long  while;  and,  in- 
deed, I am  still  of  the  opinion  that  there  would  have  been 
nothing  sinful  in  such  an  act.  But  the  law  of  the  country 
would  not  so  regard  it.  That  is  quite  true.  If,  therefore,  I 
had  advised  these  unhappy  lovers  in  such  a sense,  they  would 
have  been  compelled  to  live  for  the  rest  of  their  lives  on  this 
island,  and  their  offspring  would  have  been  illegitimate.  So 
that,  though  the  letter  of  the  law  caused  a most  cruel  injustice 
— sammum  jus , summum  nefas — it  was  better  that  it  should 
be  obeyed.  In  the  end,  it  was  a most  happy  circumstance  that 
it  was  so  obeyed. 

I have  presently  to  relate  the  means  by  which  this  injustice 
was  removed.  As  for  my  own  share  in  it,  I shall  neither  exag- 
gerate nor  shall  I extenuate.  I shall  not  defend  it.  I will 
simply  set  it  down,  and  leave  judgment  to  a higher  Court  than 
the  opinion  of  those  who  read  these  pages.  I must,  however, 
acknowledge  that,  partly  in  Barbadoes  and  partly  in  Provi- 
dence, I learned  from  the  negresses,  who  possess  many  secrets, 
and  have  a wonderful  knowledge  of  plants  and  their  powers, 
the  simple  remedies  with  which  they  treat  fevers,  agues,  rheu- 
matisms, and  other  common  disorders.  1 say  simple,  because 
they  will,  with  a single  cup  of  liquor  boiled  with  certain  leaves, 
or  with  a pinch  of  some  potent  powder  gotten  from  a plant, 
effect  a speedier  cure  than  our  longest  prescriptions,  even 
though  they  contain  more  than  fifty  different  ingredients. 
Had  I possessed  this  knowledge,  for  example,  while  we  lay 
in  Exeter  Jail,  not  one  prisoner'  (except  the  old  and  feeble) 
should  have  died  of  the  fever.  This  said,  you  will  under- 
stand presently  what  it  was  I did. 

It  was,  then,  about  the  month  of  March,  in  the  year  1688, 
that  a ship,  laden  with  wine,  and  bound  from  New  York  to 
Jamaica,  put  in  at  the  port  of  Providence.  Her  captain  car- 
ried a letter  for  me,  and  this  was  the  first  news  of  the  world 
that  came  to  us  since  our  flight. 

The  letter  was  from  Barnaby.  It  was  short,  because  Bar- 
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naby  had  never  practiced  the  art  of  letter- writing;  but  it  was 
pertinent.  First,  he  told  us  that  he  had  made  the  acquaint- 
ance at  Boston  (I  mean  the  little  town  Boston  of  New  England) 
of  his  cousins,  whom  he  found  to  be  substantial  merchants  (so 
that  here,  at  least,  the  man  George  Penne  lied  not),  and  zeal- 
ous upholders  of  the  Independent  way  of  thinking;  that  these 
cousins  had  given  him  a hearty  welcome  for  the  sake  of  his 
father;  that  he  had  learned  from  them,  first,  that  the  Mon- 
mouth business  was  long  since  concluded,  and,  so  great  was 
the  public  indignation  against  the  cruelties  of  the  Bloody  As- 
size, that  no  one  would  again  be  molested  on  that  account,  not 
even  those  who  had  been  sent  abroad  should  they  venture  to 
return.  He  also  said—but  this  we  understood  not — that  it 
was  thought  things  would  before  long  improve. 

“And  now,”  he  concluded,  “ my  cousins,  finding  that  I 
am  well  skilled  and  have  already  navigated  a ship  with  credit, 
have  made  me  captain  of  their  own  vessel,  the  6 Pilgrim/  which 
sails  every  year  to  Bristol  and  back  again.  She  will  be  dis- 
patched in  the  month  of  August  or  September.  Come,  there- 
fore, by  the  first  ship  which  will  set  you  ashore  either  at  New 
York  or  at  Boston,  and  I will  give  you  all  a passage  home. 
Afterward,  if  you  find  not  a welcome  there,  you  may  come 
back  with  me.  Here  a physician  may  find  practice,  Eobin 
may  find  a farm,  and  sister  will  be  safe  from  B.  B/* 

At  this  proposal  we  pricked  up  our  ears,  as  you  may  very 
well  believe.  Finally,  we  resolved  to  agree  to  it,  promising 
each  other  to  protect  Grace  from  her  husband  and  to  go  back 
to  Boston  with  Barnaby  if  we  found  no  reason  to  stay  in  Eng- 
land. But  the  woman  Deb,  though  she  wept  at  leaving  her 
mistress,  would  not  go  back  to  the  place  where  her  past  wicked- 
ness might  be  remembered,  and  John  Nuthall  was  also  un- 
willing, for  the  same  reason,  to  return;  and  as  this  honest  couple 
had  now  a kindness  for  each  other,  I advised  them  to  marry 
and  remain  where  they  were.  There  was  on  the  island  no 
minister  of  religion,  nor  any  magistrate  or  form  of  government 
whatever  (yet  all  were  honest),  therefore  I ventured  to  hear 
their  vows  of  fidelity,  and  prayed  with  them  while  I joined 
their  hands — a form  of  marriage,  to  my  mind,  as  binding  and 
as  sacred  as  any  wanting  the  assistance  of  a priest.  So  we 
handed  over  to  them  all  our  property  (which  was  already  as 
much  theirs  as  ours),  and  left  them  in  that  sunny  and  delight- 
ful place.  If  the  man  was  a repentant  thief,  the  woman  was 
a repentant  Magdalen,  and  so  they  were  well  matched.  I hope 
and  believe  that,  being  well  resolved  for  the  future,  they  will 
lead  a godly  and  virtuous  life,  and  will  be  blessed  with  chil- 
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dren  who  will  never  learn  the  reason  why  their  parents  left 
their  native  country. 

There  is  little  trade  at  Providence,  but  many  vessels  touch 
at  the  port,  because  it  lies  between  the  English  possessions  in 
America  and  those  in  the  West  Indies.  They  put  in  for  water, 
for  fruit,  and  .sometimes,  if  they  are  short-handed,  for  men, 
most  of  them  in  the  place  being  sailors.  Therefore  we  had 
not  to  wait  long  before  a vessel  put  in  bound  from  Jamaica 
to  New  York.  We  bargained  with  the  captain  for  a passage, 
agreeing  that  he  should  find  us  provisions  and  wine,  and  that 
we  would  pay  him  (by  means  of  Barnaby)  on  our  reaching 
Boston  (which  is  but  a short  distance  from  New  York). 
Strange  to  say,  though  we  had  been  discontented  with  our  lot, 
when  we  sailed  away  Grace  fell  to  weeping.  We  had  mur- 
mured, and  our  murmuring  was  heard.  We  shall  now  live 
out  what  is  left  to  us  in  England,  and  we  shall  die  and  be 
buried  among  our  own  folk.  Yet  there  are  times  when  I re- 
member the  sweet  and  tranquil  life  we  led  in  the  island  of 
Providence,  its  soft  and  sunny  air,  the  cool  sea-breeze,  the 
shade  of  its  orange-groves,  and  the  fruits  which  grew  in  such 
abundance  to  our  hands. 


CHAPTER  XLIX. 

HOME. 

In  one  thing  alone  the  villain  Perme  spoke  the  truth.  The 
Eykin  family  of  Boston  (I  say  again  of  New  England)  was  one 
of  the  most  considerable  in  the  place — great  sticklers  for  free- 
dom and  for  religion  (but,  indeed,  it  is  a most  God-fearing 
town,  and  severe  toward  transgressors).  They  received  us 
with  so  much  kindness  that  nothing  could  surpass  it;  we  were 
treated  as -Christian  martyrs  at  the  least,  and  toward  Grace,  of 
whose  cruel  lot  they  had  heard  from  Barnaby,  they  showed 
(but  that  no  one  could  help)  an  affection  quite  uncommon. 
They  generously  furnished  us  all  with  apparel  becoming  our 
station,  and  with  money  for  our  daily  occasions;  they  approved 
of  our  going  with  Barnaby;  but,  in  the  event  of  our  finding 
no  welcome  or  means  of  a livelihood  at  home,  and  if  Grace 
should  be  molested  by  her  husband,  they  engaged  us  to  re- 
turn to  New  England.  Here,  they  said,  Robin  might  become 
a farmer,  if  he  had  no  inclination  for  trade;  they  would  joy- 
fully receive  Grace  to  live  with  them;  and  I myself  would  cer- 
tainly find  practice  as  a physician ; while  Barnaby  should  con- 
tinue ' to  command  their  ship.  When  I considered  the  many 
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conveniences  which  exist  in  Boston  (it  is  already,  though 
young,  better  provided  with  everything  than  Barbadoes),  the 
excellence  of  the  climate,  the  books  which  are  there,  the  print- 
ing press  which  hath  already  been  established,  the  learned 
ministers,  the  college,  the  schools,  and  the  freedom  of  re- 
ligion, I should  have  been  nothing  loath  to  remain  there.  But 
1 was  constrained  first  to  go  home.  I found  also,  which  as- 
tonished me,  so  great  a love  of  liberty  that  the  people  speak 
slightingly  of  the  English  at  home  who  tamely  suffer  the  dis- 
abilities of  the  Non-conformists  and  the  prerogative  of  the  * 
Crown;  and  they  ask  why,  when  the  country  had  succeeded  in 
establishing  a Commonwealth,  they  could  not  keep  it?  It  cer- 
tainly can  not  be  denied,  as  they  argue,  that  Israel  acted 
against  the  will  of  the  Lord  in  seeking  a king. 

So  we  left  them.  But  in  how  changed  a condition  did  we 
now  cross  the  ocean!  Instead  of  huddling  in  a noisome  and 
stinking  dungeon,  unclean  for  want  of  water,  ill-fed,  and  with 
no  change  of  raiment,  we  had  now  comfortable  cabins,  clothes 
such  as  become  a gentleman,  and  food  of  the  best.  And 
Barnaby,  who  had  then  sat  humbly  in  the  waist,  where  the 
prisoners  were  confined,  now  walked  the  quarter-deck — a laced 
kerchief  round  his  neck,  lace  ruffles  at  his  wrist,  a scarlet  coat, 
a sword  at  his  side,  and  gold-lace  in  his  hat;  the  captain  of 
the  ship. 

The  winds  were  contrary,  and  it  was  not  until  the  last  days 
of  October  that  we  arrived  at  Bristol.  Here  we  lay  for  a few 
days,  while  Barnaby  transacted  his  business,  resolving  to  re- 
main in  retirement,  for  fear  of  accidents,  until  our  captain 
should  be  ready  to  ride  with  us  to  Bradford  Orcas. 

The  first  news  we  learned  was  joyful  indeed.  It  was  that 
the  Prince  of  Orange  himself  was  about  to  invade  England, 
with  intent  to  drive  his  father-in-law  from  the  throne.  (He 
had,  indeed,  already  sailed,  but  his  fleet  was  driven  back  by  a 
storm. ) It  was  also  stated  that  he  had  with  him  a great  army 
of  Dutch  and  English,  and  such  preparations  of  arms  and 
ammunition  as  (it  was  hoped)  would  make  such  a failure  as 
that  of  our  unhappy  duke  impossible,  i 

We  also  confirmed  Barnaby's  information  that  Monmouth's 
men  could  now  go  about  without  fear  or  molestation. 

As  to  the  position  of  affairs  at  Bradford  Orcas,  we  could 
Jearn  nothing. 

There  was  one  point  in  which  I was  curious,  namely,  as  to 
what  Barnaby  would  do  in  the  matter  of  the  villain  Penne. 
On  the  one  hand,  it  was  certain  that  Barnaby  would  not  for- 
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get  this  man,  nor  was  he  likely  to  sit  down  with  his  arms 
folded  after  he  had  been  robbed  of  so  great  a sum. 

Therefore,  I was  not  surprised  when,  the  evening  before  we 
rode  out  of  Bristol,  he  brought  a big  bag  of  blue  stuff  in  his 
hands  and  poured  out  the  contents — a vast  shower  of  gold 
pieces — into  the  lap  of  his  astonished  sister. 

44  Grace/*  he  said,  46 1 bring  you  back  your  money.  You 
will  find  it  all  here,  and  Mr.  BoscoreTs  money  to  boot.  He 
hath  disgorged.  ** 

With  that  he  sat  down  and  laughed,  but  as  one  who  hath  a 
joke  in  secret,  and  would  tell  us  no  more. 

For  a day  or  two  after  this  he  would  (on  the  road  to  Brad- 
ford Orcas)  begin  to  laugh  at  intervals,  rolling  about  in  his 
saddle,  shaking  his  sides,  choking  with  laughter — insomuch 
that  I presently  lost  patience  with  him,  and,  as  a physician, 
ordered  him  instantly  to  make  full  confidence,  or  i would  not 
answer  for  it  but  he  would  have  a fit. 

Then  he  told  us  what  he  had  done. 

Toward  five  in  the  afternoon,  when  the  winter  day  is  ended, 
he  repaired  to  the  man  Penne*s  counting-house  (a  place  easily 
found  on  inquiry),  having  with  him  one  of  those  fellows  who 
bawl  at  fairs,  selling  medicines  and  charms,  drawing  teeth, 
letting  blood,  and  so  forth.  At  the  sight  of  a sea-captain> 
many  of  whom  came  to  this  place,  the  worthy  merchant* s 
servant,  without  suspicion,  opened  the  door  of  the  private 
office  or  chamber,  where  Mr.  Penne  transacted  his  affairs. 
Barnaby  found  him  dozing  by  the  fire,  his  wig  on  the  table, 
a silk  handkerchief  over  his  head,  and  the  candles  already 
lighted. 

He  awoke,  however,  on  the  opening  of  the  door. 

44  Friend,**  said  Barnaby,  44 1 am  Captain  Barnaby  Ey kin, 
commanding  the  ship  4 Pilgrim,*  from  Boston,  at  your  service; 
I am  also  brother  to  the  young  woman,  Grace  Eykin,  whom 
you  robbed  (*twas  my  money)  of  two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds, 
and  afterward  kidnapped.  ** 

Mr.  Penne  looked  about  him,  and  would  have  cried  out  for 
assistance,  but  Barnaby  clapped  a pistol  to  his  forehead;  then 
he  sunk  in  his  chair  and  gasped. 

44  Stir  not,**  said  his  enemy.  44 1 am  also  one  of  the  three 
rebels  for  whose  ransom  the  Rev.  Philip  Boscorel,  Rector  of 
Bradford  Orcas,  paid  the  sum  of  two  hundred  and  ten  pounds, 
which  you  have  also  stolen/* 

44  Sir,**  said  Mr.  Penne,  44  upon  my  honor,  those  moneys 
were  sent  to  Barbadoes.  Upon  my  honor,  sir.** 

44  You  will,  therefore/*  said  Barnaby,  taking  no  heed  of 
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this  assurance,  “ pay  over  to  me  the  sum  of  four  hundred  and 
sixty  pounds,  with  interest  at  five  per  cent,  for  three  years, 
which  I have  calculated;  the  whole  amount  is  five  hundred  and 
twenty-nine  pounds.  Begin  by  paying  this.” 

Well,  to  make  a long  story  short,  though- the  man  protested 
that  he  had  not  so  much  in  the  world,  yet  he  presently  opened 
his  strong-box  and  counted  out  the  money,  all  in  gold.  This 
done,  he  hoped  to  be  let  off. 

“There  now  remains,”  said  Barnaby,  “the  punishment; 
and  I forgot  sister's  ring — I ought  to  have  added  fifty  pounds 
for  that.  But  time  presses.  Perhaps  I shall  come  back.  I 
did  intend  to  kill  thee,  brother,  for  thy  great  villainy.  How- 
ever— ” 

He  then  beckoned  the  man  with  him,,  who  lugged  out  of  his 
pocket  an  instrument  which  made  Mr.  Penne  shake  and  quake 
with  terror.  Barnaby  then  informed  his  victim  that  as  he  had 
been  the  means  of  inflicting  grievous  bodily  suffering  upon 
four  undeserving  people,  it  was  meet  and  right  that  he  him- 
self should  experience  something  which,  by  its  present  agony, 
should  make  him  compassionate  for  the  future,  and  by  its 
permanence  of  injury  should,  prevent  his  ever  forgetting  that 
compassion  for  the  rest  of  his  life.  He  therefore,  he  told 
him,  intended  to  draw  from  his  head  four  of  his  stoutest  and 
strongest  grinders. 

This,  in  a word,  he  did;  the  man  with  him  dragging  them 
out  with  the  pincers;  Barnaby  holding  the  pistol  to  the  poor 
wretch's  head,  so  that  he  should  not  bellow  and  call  for  assist- 
ance. 

His  laughter  was  caused  by  the  remembrance  of  the  twist- 
ing of  the  man's  features  in  this  agony,  and  by  his  moanings 
and  groanings.  The  grinders  he  had  brought  away  with  him 
in  his  pocket,  and  showed  them  in  triumph. 

It  was  late  in  the  afternoon  when  we  rode  into  Bradford 
Ojcas.  The  wintery  sun,  now  setting,  lay  upon  the  woods, 
yellow  and  red  with  the  autumn  leaves  not  yet  fallen.  As  we 
neared  the  village  the  sun  went  down,  and  a mist  began  to 
rise.  The  doors  were  closed,  and  no  one  looked  forth  to  greet 
us;  the  old  cottage  where  Grace  was  born  and  lived  so  long 
was  empty  still;  the  door  was  open,  the  shutter  hung  upon 
one  hinge;  the  honey  hives  were  overturned,  the  thatch  was 
broken;  the  garden  was  neglected. 

“ Why,  Sis,”  said  Barnaby,  “ thy  mother  is  not  there;  nor 
Dad — is  he? — poor  old  Dad!” 

We  rode  up  the  village  till  we  came  to  the  church,  and  the 
Manor  House  beside  it.  Alas!  the  house  itself  was  closed, 
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which  had  formerly  stood  open  to  all.  There  was  no  smoke 
from  its  chimneys,  and  the  grass  grew  in  the  court-yard.  We 
dismounted  and  opened  the,  door,  which  was  not  locked.  We 
went  into  the  house;  all  was  cold,  was  empty,  and  deserted. 
The  twilight  falling  outside  made  the  rooms  dark.  Beside  the 
fire-place  stood  Sir  Christopher's  great  chair,  empty;  his  tank- 
ard was  on  the  table  and  his  tobacco-pipe,  and — strange! — 
lay,  forgotten,  the  unhappy  duke's  Proclamation. 

Then  a truly  wonderful  thing  happened.  Barnaby  says  that 
I must  have  dreamed  it,  for  he  saw  nothing.  Suddenly  Sir 
Christopher  himself  appeared  sitting  in  the  chair;  on  his  knees 
lay  the  Bible  open.  Beside  him  stood,  with  upraised  forefin- 
ger, as  if  commenting  on  some  knotty  point,  the  Rev.  Dr. 
Comfort  Eykin.  I declare  that  I saw  them  plainly,  as  plainly 
as  I now  behold  the  paper  on  which  I write.  They  were  but 
as  shadows  in  the  dark  shadows  of  the  empty  room,  and  they 
appeared  but  for  a moment  and  then  vanished,  and  I saw 
them  no  more. 

“ Come  to  the  Rectory,"  said  Robin;  “ it  chokes  us  to  be 
here. " 

“ Listen,"  said  Grace,  outside  the  house. 

From  the  Rectory  there  came  the  sound  of  a violoncello. 
Then  was  the  good  rector  himself  there,  comforting  his  soul. 

We  opened  the  garden  gate  and  walked  softly  across  the  lawn 
and  looked  in  at  the  window  ('twas  made  after  the  foreign 
fashion,  to  open  upon  the  lawn).  Beside  the  fire  sat  madame, 
her  hands  clasped,  thin,  pale,  and  prematurely  aged.  Thus 
had  she  sat  for  three  long  years,  still  waiting  for  news  of  her 
son. 

The  rector  laid  down  his  bow,  crossed  the  room,  and  sat 
down  to  the  spinet  (on  which  he  played  prettily,  but  not  with 
such  command  as  he  possessed  over  the  other  instrument).  He 
played — I caught  Grace's  hand— an  air  of  my  own  making,  to 
which  I had  set  certain  words,  also  of  mine  own. 

Then,  while  he  played,  we  began  to  sing  outside  the  win- 
dow, Grace  singing  treble,  or  first,  and  I the  second  part,  the 
words  of  that  little  song.  We  sung  it  piano , softly,  at  first, 
and  then  crescendo , or  louder: 

4 4 As  rides  the  moon  in  azure  skies 
The  twinkling  stars  beside, 

As  when  in  splendor  she  doth  rise, 

The  lesser  lights  they  hide, 

So  beside  Celia,  when  her  face  we  see, 

All  unregarded  other  maidens  be.” 
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When  we  began  softly,  as  I said,  the  rector  looked  around 
him,  playing  still  and  listening.  He  thought  the  voices  were 
in  his  own  brain — echoes  or  memories  of  the  past.  Madame 
heard  them  too,  and  sat  up  listening  as  one  who  listens  in  a 
dream.  When  we  sung  louder,  madame  sprung  to  her  feet, 
and  held  out  her  arms — but  the  rector  played  the  verse  quite 
through.  Then  he  opened  the  window  for  us. 

“ My  son!  my  son”  cried  madame. 


CHAPTER  L. 

THE  GREAT  LORD  CHANCELLOR. 

But  the  Prince  of  Orange  had  already  landed. 

We  learned  this  news  next  day,  and  you  may  be  sure  that 
we  were  in  the  saddle  again  and  riding  to  Exeter,  there  to  join 
his  standard. 

This  we  did  with  the  full  consent  of  madame  and  of  Grace. 
Much  as  we  had  suffered  already,  they  would  not  deter  us,  be- 
cause this  thing  would  have  been  approved  by  Sir  Christopher 
and  Dr.  Eykin.  Therefore  we  went.  We  were  successful. 
Yet  was  not  Barnaby  made  an  admiral,  nor  was  I a Court 
physician;  we  got,  in  fact,  no  reward  at  all,  except  that  for 
Barnaby  was  procured  a full  pardon  on  account  of  the  homicide 
of  his  late  master. 

My  second  campaign,  as  everybody  knows,  was  bloodless. 
To  begin  with,  we  had  an  army,  not  of  raw  country  lads 
armed  indifferently  and  untrained,  but  of  veteran  troops,  fif- 
teen thousand  strong,  all  well  equipped,  and  with  the  best 
general  in  Europes  at  their  head.  At  first,  indeed,  such  was, 
the  dread  in  men’s  minds  caused  by  Lord  Jeffreys’  cruelties, 
few  came  in;  yet  this  was  presently  made  up  by  what  followed, 
when,  without  any  ]jfighting  at  all^the  king’s  regiments  melted 
away,  his  priests  fled,  and  his  friends  deserted  him.  This  was 
a very  different  business  from  that  other,  when  we  followed 
one  whom  I now  know  to  have  been  a mere  tinsel  pretender,, 
no  better  fitted  to  be  a king  than  a vagabond  actor  at  a fair  is 
fit  to  be  a lord.  Alas!  what  blood  was  wasted  in  that  mad  at- 
tempt!— of  which  I was  myself  one  of  the  most  eager  pro- 
moters. I was  then  young  and  I believed  all  that  I was  told 
by  the  conspirators  in  Holland;  I took  their  list  of  well-wishers 
for  insurgents  already  armed  and  waiting  only  for  a signal;  I 
thought  the  roll  of  noble  names  set  down  for  sturdy  Protest- 
ants as  that  of  men  already  pledged  to  the  Cause;  I believed 
that  the  whole  nation  would  rise  at  the  first  opportunity  to 
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turn  "out  the  priests;  I even  believed  in  the  legitimacy  of  the 
duke,  and  that  against  the  express  statement  of  his  father  (if 
King  Charles  was  in  reality  his  father),  and  I believed  what 
they  told  me  of  his  princely  virtues,  his  knowledge  of  the  art 
of  war,  and  his  heroic  valor.  I say  that  I believed  all  these 
things,  and  that  I became  a willing  and  zealous  tool  in  their 
hands.  As  for  what  those  who  planned  the  expedition  be- 
lieved, I know  not;  nor  will  any  one  now  ever  learn  what 
promises  were  made  to  the  duke,  what  were  broken,  and  why 
he  was,  from  the  outset,  save  for  a few  days  at  Taunton,  so 
dejected  and  disappointed.  As  for  me,  I shall  always  believe 
that  the  unhappy  man — unwise  an4  soft-hearted — was  be- 
trayed by  those  whom  he  trusted. 

It  is  now  an  old  tale,  though  King  Monmouth  will  not 
speedily  be  forgotten  in  the  West  Country,  nor  will  the  memory 
of  the  Bloody  Assize.  The  brave  lads  who  followed  him  are 
dead  and  buried;  some  in  unhonored  graves  hard  by  the  place 
where  they  were  hanged,  some  under  the  burning  sun  of  the 
West  Indies;  ^the  duke  himself  hafcLJong&since  paid  the  pen- 
alty of  his  rash  attempt.  All  is  over  and  ended,  except  the 
memory  of  it. 

It  is  now  common  history,  known  to  everybody,  how  the 
Prince  of  Orange  lingered  in  the  West  Country,  his  army  in- 
active, as  if  he  knew  (doubtless  he  was  well  informed  upon  this 
particular)  that  the  longer  he  remained  idle  the  more  likely 
was  the  king's  cause  to  fall  to  pieces.  There  are  some  who 
think  that  if  King  James  had  risked  an  action  he  could  not 
but  have  gained,  whatsoever  its  event — I mean  that,  the  blood 
of  his  soldiers  once  roused,  they  would  have  remained  steadfast 
to  him,  and  would  have  fought  for  him.  # But  this  he  dared 
not  to  risk;  wherefore  the  prince  did  nothing,  while  the  king's 
regiments  fell  to  pieces  and  his  friends  deserted  him.  It  was 
in  December  when  the  prince  came  to  Windsor,  and  I with 
him,  once  more  chirurgeon  in  a rebel  army.  While  there  I 
rode  to  London — partly  with  the  intention  of  judging  for  my- 
self on  the  temper  of  this  people;  partly  because*  after  so  long 
an  absence,  I wished  once  more  to  visit  a place  where  there 
are  books  and  pictures;  and  partly  because  there  were  certain 
notes  and  herbs  which  I desired  to  communicate  to  the  Col- 
lege of  Physicians  in  Warwick  Lane.  It  happened  to  be  the 
very  day  when  the  king's  first  flight — that,  namely,  when  he 
was  taken  in  the  Isle  of  Sheppey — became  known.  The  streets 
in  the  City  of  London  I found  crowded  with  people  hurrying 
to  and  fro,  running  in  bands  and  companies,  shouting  and  cry- 
ing, as  if  in  the  presence  of  some  great  and  imminent  danger. 
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It  was  reported  and  currently  believed  that  the  disbanded  Irish 
soldiers  had  begun  to  massacre  the  Protestants.  There  was 
no  truth  at  all  in  the  report;  but  yet  the  bells  were  ringing 
from  all  the  towers,,  the  crowds  were  exhorting  each  other  to 
tear  down  and  destroy  the  Romish  chapels,  to  hunt  for  and  to 
hang  the  priests,  and  especially  Jesuits  (I  know  not  whether 
they  found  any),  and  to  shout  for  the  Prince  of  Orange.  I 
stood  aside  to  let  the  crowds  (thus  religiously  disposed)  run 
past,  but  there  seemed  no  end  to  them.  Presently,  however 
(this  was  in  front  of  the  new  Royal  Exchange),  there  drew 
near  another  kind  of  crowd.  There  marched  six  or  eight 
sturdy  fellows  bearing  stout  cudgels  and  hauling  along  a pris- 
oner. Round  them  there  ran,  shrieking,  hooting,  and  cursing, 
a mob  of  a hundred  men  and  more;  they  continually  made 
attacks  upon  the  guard,  fighting  them  with ' sticks  and  fists; 
but  they  were  always  thrust  back.  I thought  at  first  that 
they  had  caught  some  poor  wretched  priest  whom  they  desired 
to  murder.  But  it  proved  to  be  a prize  worth  many  priests. 
As  they  drew  nearer,  I discerned  the  prisoner.  He  was  dressed 
in  the  garb  of  a common  sailor,  with  short  petticoats  (what 
they  call  slops)  and  a jacket;  his  cap  had  been  torn  off,  leav- 
ing the  bare  skull,  which  showed  that  he  was  no  sailor  (because 
common  sailors  do  not  wear  wigs);  blood  was  flowing  down 
his  cheek  from  a fresh  wound;  his  eyes  rolled  hither  and  thither 
in  an  extremity  of  terror;  I could  not  hear  what  he  said  for 
the  shouting  of  those  around  him,  but  his  lips  moved,  and  I 
think  he  was  praying  his  guards  to  close  in  and  protect  him. 
Never,  surely,  was  seen  a more  terror-stricken  creature. 

I knew  his  face.  Once  seen  (I  had  seen  it  once)  it  could 
never  be  forgotten.  The  red  and  bloated  cheeks,  which  even 
his  fear  could  not  make  pale;  the  eyes,  more  terrible  than 
have  been  given  to  any  other  human  creature;  these  I could 
not  forget— in  dreams  I see  them  still.  I saw  that  face  at 
Exeter,  when  the  cruel  judge  exulted  over  our  misery  and  re- 
joiced over  the  sentence  which  he  pronounced.  Yea,  he 
laughed  when  he  told  us  how  we  should  swing,  but  not  till  we 
were  dead,  and  then  the  knife — delivering  bis  sentence  so  that 
no  single  point  of  its  horror  should  be  lost  to  us.  Yes,  it  was 
the  face  of  Judge  Jeffreys — none  other;  this  abject  wretch 
was  that  great  judge.  Why,  when  we  went  back  to  our  prison 
there  were  some  who  cast  themselves  upon  the  ground, 
and  for  terror  of  what  was  to  come  fell  into  a mere  dementia . 
And  now  I saw  him  thus  humbled,  thus  disgraced,  thus  threat- 
ened, thus  in  the  last  extremity  and  agony  of  terror. 

They  had  discoverer]  him,  thus  disguised  and  in  hiding,  at 
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a tavern  in  Wapping,  and  were  dragging  him  to  the  presence 
of  the  lord  mayor.  It  is  a long  distance  from  Wapping  to 
Guildhall,  and  they  went  but  slowly,  because  they  were  beset 
and  surrounded  by  these  wolves  who  howled  to  have  his  blood. 
And  all  the  way  he  shrieked  and  trembled  for  fear. 

Sure  and  certain  is  the  vegneance  of  the  Lord. 

This  Haman,  this  unjust  judge,  was  thus  suffering,  at  the 
hands  of  the  savage  mob,  pangs  far  worse  than  those  endured 
by  the  poor  rustics  whom  he  had  delivered  to  the  executioner. 
I say  worse,  because  I have  not  only  read,  but  have  myself 
proved,  that  the  rich  and  the  learned — those,  that  is,  who  live 
luxuriously  and  those  who  have  power  to  imagine  and  to  feel 
beforehand — do  suffer  far  more  in  disease  than  the  common 
ignorant  folk.  The  scholar  dies  of  terror  before  ever  he  feels 
the  surgeon's  knife,  while  the  rustic  bares  his  limb,  insensible 
and  callous,  however  deep  the  cut  or  keen  the  pain.  I make 
no  doubt,  therefore,  that  the  great  lord  chancellor,  while 
they  haled  him  all  the  way  from  Wapping  to  Guildhall, 
suffered  as  much  as  fifty  plow-boys  flogged  at  the  cart-tail. 

Many  thousands  there  were  who  desired  revenge  upon  him — 
I know  not  what  revenge  would  satisfy  the  implacable;  be- 
cause revenge  can  do  no  more  than  kill  the  body;  but  his 
worst  enemy  should  be  satisfied  with  this,  his  dreadful  fate. 
Even  Barnaby,  who  was  sad  because  he  could  get  no  revenge 
on  his  own  account  (he  wanted  a bloody  battle,  with  a rout  of 
the  king's  armies  and  the  pursuit  of  a flying  enemy,  such  as 
had  happened  at  Sedgemoor),  was  satisfied  with  the  justice 
which  was  done  to  that  miserable  man.  It  is  wonderful  that 
he  was  not  killed  amid  so  many  threatening  cudgels;  but  his 
guards  prevented  that;  not  from  any  love  they  bare  him;  but 
quite  the  contrary  (more  unforgiving  faces  one  never  saw); 
for  they  intended  to  hand  him  over  to  the  lord  mayor,  and 
that  he  should  be  tried  for  all  his  cruelties  and  treacheries, 
and  perhaps  experience  himself  that  punishment  of  hanging 
and  disemboweling  which  he  had  inflicted  on  so  many  ignorant 
and  misled  men. 

How  he  was  committed  to  the  Tower,  where  he  shortly  died 
in  the  greatest  torture  of  body  as  well  as  mind,  everybody 
knows. 


CHAPTER  LI. 

THE  CONFESSION-. 

Now  am  I come  to  the  last  event  of  this  history,  and  I have 
to  write  down  the  confession  of  my  own  share  in  that  event, 
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For  the  others — for  Grace  and  for  Robin — the  thing  must  be 
considered  as  the  crown  and  completion  of  all  the  mercies. 
For  me — what  is  it?  But  you  shall  hear.  When  the  secrets 
of  all  hearts  are  laid  open — then  will  Grace  hear  it  also;  what 
she  will  then  say,  or  what  think,  I know  not.  It  was  done  for 
her  sake — for  her  happiness  have  I laid  this  guilt  upon  my 
soul.  Nay,  when  the  voice  of  conscience  doth  exhort  me  to 
repent,  and  to  confess  my  sin,  then  there  still  ariseth  within 
my  soul  as  it  were  the  strain  of  a joyful  hymn,  a. song  of 
gratitude  that  I was  enabled  to  return  her  to  freedom  and  the 
arms  of  the  man  she  loved.  If  any  learned  doctor  of  divinity, 
or  any  versed  in  that  science  which  the  Romanists  love  (they 
call  it  casuistry),  should  happen  to  read  this  chapter  of  con- 
fession, I pray  that  they  consider  my  case,  even  though  it  will 
then  be  useless  as  far  as  I myself  am  concerned,  seeing  that  I 
shall  begone  before  a Judge  who  will,  I hope,  even  though 
my  earthly  affections  do  not  suffer  me  to  separate  my  sin 
from  the  consequences  which  followed,  be  more  merciful  than 
I have  deserved. 

While,  then,  I stood  watching  this  signal  example  of  God^s 
wrath,  I was  plucked  gently  by  the  sleeve,  and  turning,  saw 
one  whose  countenance  I knew  n<3t.  He  was  dressed  as  a 
lawyer,  but  his  gown  was  ragged  and  his  bands  yellow;  he 
looked  sunk  in  poverty,  and  his  face  was  inflamed  with  those 
signs  which  proclaim  aloud  the  habit  of  immoderate  drinking. 

“ Sir/'’  he  said,  “ if  I mistake  not,  you  are  Doctor 
Humphrey  Challis?” 

“ The  same,  sir;  at  your  service,”  I replied,  with  some 
misgivings.  And  yet,  being  one  of  the  princess  following, 
there  needed  none. 

“ I have  seen  you,  sir,  in  the  chambers  of  your  cousin,  Mr. 
Benjamin  Boscorel,  my  brother  learned  in  the  law.  We  drank 
together,  though  (I  remember)  you  still  passed  the  bottle.  It 
is  now  four  or  five  years  ago.  I wonder  not  that  you  have 
forgotten  me.  We  change  quickly,  we  who  are  the  jolly  com- 
panions of  the  bottle;  we  drink  our  noses  red,  and  we  paint 
our  cheeks  purple;  nay,  we  drink  ourselves  out  of  our  last 
guinea,  and  out  of  our  very  apparel.  What  then,  sir?  A 
short  life  and  a merry.  Sir,  yonder  is  a sorry  sight.  The 
first  law-officer  of  the  Crown  thus  to  be  haled  along  the  streets 
by  a howling  mob.  Ought  such  a thing  to  be  suffered?  *Tis 
a sad  and  sorry  sight,  I say.” 

“ Sir,”  I replied,  hotly,  “ought  such  villains  as  Judge 
Jeffreys  to  be  suffered  to  live?” 

He  considered  a little,  as  one  who  is  astonished  and  desires 
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to  collect  bis  thoughts.  Perhaps  he  had  already  taken  more 
than  a morning  draught. 

“I  remember  now/*  he  said.  “My  memory  is  not  so 
good  as  it  was.  We  drink  that  away  as  well.  Yes,  I remem- 
ber— I crave  your  forgiveness^  doctor.  You  were  yourself 
engaged  with  Monmouth.  Your  cousin  told  me  as  much. 
Naturally  you  love  not  this  good  judge,  who  yet  did  nothing 
but  what  the  king,  his  master,  ordered  him  to  do.  I,  sir,  have 
often  had  the  honor  of  sitting  over  a bottle  with  his  lordship. 
When  his  infirmities  allowed,  though  not  yet  old,  he  is  griev- 
ously afflicted,  he  had  no  equal  for  a song  or  a jest,  and  would 
drink  so  long  as  any  were  left  to  keep  him  company.  Ha! 
they  have  knocked  him  down — now  they  will  kill  him.  No; 
he  is  again  upon  his  feet;  those  who  protect  him  close  in. 
So — they  have  passed  out  of  our  sight.  Doctor,  shall  we 
crack  a flask  together?  I have  no  money,  unhappily;  but  I 
will  with  pleasure  drink  at  thy  expense.** 

I remembered  the  man*s  face  now,  but  not  his  name. 
*Twas  one  of  Ben*s  boon  companions.  Well,  if  hard  drinking 
brings  men  so  speedily  to  rags  and  poverty,  even  though  it  be 
a merry  life,  which  I doubt,  give  me  moderation. 

“ I pray,  sir,**  I said,  coldly,  “ to  have  me  excused.  I am 
no  drinker.  ** 

“ Then,  doctor,  you  will  perhaps  lend  me,  until  we  meet 
again,  a single  guinea?** 

I foolishly  complied  with  this  request. 

“Doctor,  1 thank  you,**  he  said.  “Will  you  now  come 
and  drink  with  me  at  my  expense?  Sir,  I say  plainly,  you  do 
not  well  to  refuse  a friendly  glass.  I could  tell  you  many 
things,  if  you  would  but  drink  with  me,  concerning  my  Lord 
Jeffreys.  There  are  things  which  would  make  you  laugh. 
Come,  doctor;  I love  not  to  driiik  alone.  Your  cousin,  now, 
was  always  ready  to  drink  with  any  man,  until  he  fell  ill — ** 

“ How?  Is  my  cousin  ill?** 

“Assuredly;  he  is  sick  unto  death.  Yesterday  I went  to 
visit  him,  thinking  to  drink  a glass  with  him,  and  perhaps  to 
borrow  a guinea  or  two,  but  found  him  in  bed  and  raving.  If 
you  will  drink  with  me,  doctor,  I can  tell  you  many  curious 
things  about  your  cousin.  And  now  1 remember,  you  were 
sent  to  the  Plantations;  your  cousin  told  me  so.  You  have 
returned  before  your  time.  Well,  the  king  hath  run  away; 
you  are,  doubtless,  safe.  Your  cousin  hath  gotten  his  grand- 
fathers estate.  Lord  Jeffreys,  who  loved  him  mightily,  pro* 
cured  that  grant  for  him.  When  your  cousin  wakes  at  night 
he  swears  that  he  sees  his  grandfather  by  liis  bedside  looking  at 
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him  reproachfully,  so  that  he  drinks  the  harder;  *tis  a merry 
life.  He  hath  also  married  a wife,  and  she  ran  away  from 
him  at  the  church  door,  and  he  now  can  not  hear  of  her  or 
find  her  anywhere,  so  that  he  curses  her  and  drinks  the  harder. 
Oh,  *tis  always  the  jolliest  dog.  They  say  that  he  is  not  the 
lawyer  that  he  was,  and  that  his  clients  are  leaving  him.  All 
mine  have  left  me  long  since.  Come  and  drink  with  me, 
doctor/*  • 

I broke  away  from  the  poor  toper  who  had  drunk  up  his 
wits  as  well  as  his  money,  and  hurried  to  my  cousin*s  cham- 
bers, into  which  I had  not  thought  to  enter  save  as  one  who 
brings  reproaches — a useless  burden. 

Benjamin  was  lying  in  bed;  an  old  crone  sat  by  the  fire, 
nodding;  beside  her  was  a bottle,  and  she  was,  I found,  half 
drunk.  Her  I quickly  sent  about  her  business.  No  one  else 
had  been  attending  him.  Yet  he  was  laid  low,  as  I presently 
discovered,  with  that  kind  of  fever  which  is  bred  in  the 
villainous  air  of  our  prisons — the  same  fever  which  had  car- 
ried off  his  grandfather. 

Perhaps,  if  there  were  no  foul  and  stinking  wards,  jails, 
and  clinks,  this  kind  of  fever  would  be  banished  altogether, 
and  be  no  more  seen.  So,  if  we  could  discover  the  origin  and 
cause  of  all  diseases,  we  might  once  more  restore  man  to  his 
primitive  condition,  which  I take  to  have  been  one  free  from 
any  kind  of  disease  or  infirmity,  designed  at  first  by  his  Creator 
so  to  live  forever,  and,  after  the  Fall,  enabled,  when  medicine 
hath  so  far  advanced,  to  die  of  old  age  after  such  prolongation 
of  life  and  strength  as  yet  we  can  not  even  understand. 

“ Cousin/*  I said,  “ I am  sorry  to  find  thee  lying  in  this 
condition.  ** 

“ Ay,**  he  replied,  in  a voice  weak  and  low,  not  like  his 
old  blustering  tones.  “ Curse  me  and  upbraid  me  if  you 
will.  How  art  thou  come  hither?  Is  it  the  ghost  of  Hum- 
phrey? Art  thou  dead,  like  my  grandfather?  Are  we  on  the 
Plantations  of  Barbadoes?** 

“ Indeed  I am  no  ghost,  Benjamin.  As  for  curses,  I have 
none,  spid  as  for  reproaches,  I leave  them  to  your  conscience.  ** 

“ Humphrey,  I am  sore  afflicted.  I am  now  so  low  that  I 
can  not  even  sit  upright  in  my  bed.  But  you  are  a doctor — 
you  will  bring  me  back  to  health.  I am  already  better  only 
for  seeing  you  here.** 

I declare  that  as  yet  I had  no  thought — no  thought  at  all— 
of  what  I was  to  do.  I was  but  a physician  in  presence  of  a 
sick  man,  and  therefore  bound  to  help  him  if  I could. 

I asked  him  first  certain  questions,  as  physicians  use,  con- 
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cerning  his  disorder  and  its  symptoms.  I learned  that  after 
attending  at  the  court  he  was  attacked  by  fits  of  shivering  and 
of  great  heat,  being  hot  and  cold  alternately,  and  that  in  order 
to  expel  the  fever  he  had  sat  drinking  the  whole  evening—  a 
most  dangerous  thing  to  do.  Next,  that  in  the  morning  he 
had  been  unable  to  rise  from  his  bed,  and,  being  thirsty,  had 
drunk  more  wine — a thing  enough  of  itself  to  kill  a man  in 
such  a fever.  Then  he  lost  his  head,  and  could  tell  me  no 
more  what  had  happened  until  he  saw  me  standing  by  his 
bedside.  In  short,  he  had  been  in  delirium  and  was  now  in  a 
lucid  interval,  out  of  which  he  would  presently  fall  a-wander- 
ing  again,  and  perhaps  raving,  and  so  another  lucid  interval, 
after  which  he  would  die  unless  something  could  be  done  for 
him. 

I liked  not  his  appearance,  nor  the  account  which  he  gave 
me — nor  did  I like  his  pulse,  or  the  strange  look  in  his  eyes: 
Death  doth  often  show  his  coming  by  such  a prophetic  terror 
of  the  eyes. 

“ Humphrey,”  he  said,  pitifully,  “ it  was  no  fault  of  mine 
that  thou  wast  sent  to -the  Plantations.” 

“ That  I know  full  well,  cousin,”  I answered  him.  “ Be 
easy  on  that  score.  ” 

“ And  as  for  Grace,”  he  went  on,  “ all  is  fair  in  love.” 

I made  no  reply,  because  at  this  point  a great  temptation 
assailed  my  soul. 

You  have  heard  how  I learned  many  secrets  of  the  women 
while  I was  abroad.  Now  while  we  were  in  Providence  Island 
I found  a woman  of  the  breed  they  call  half-caste — that  is, 
half  Indian  and  half  Portuguese — living  in  what  she  called 
wedlock  with  an  English  sailor,  who  did  impart  to  me  a great 
secret  of  her  own  people.  I obtained  from  her  not  only  the 
knowledge  of  a most  potent  drug,  known  already  to  the 
Jesuits,  but  also  a goodly  quantity  of  the  drug  itself.  This, 
with  certain  other  discoveries  and  observations  of  my  own,  I 
was  about  to  communicate  to  the  college  in  Warwick  Lane. 

As  for  this  drug,  1 verily  believe  it  is  the  most  potent  medi- 
cine ever  yet  discovered.  It  is  now  some  years  since  it  was 
first  brought  over  to  Europe  by  the  Jesuits,  and  is  therefore 
called  Pulvis  Jesuiticus,  and  sometimes  Peruvian  Bark. 
When  administered  at  such  a stage  of  the  fever  as  had  now 
been  reached  by  my  unhappy  cousin,  it  seldom  fails  to  vivify 
the  spirits,  and  so  to  act  ujion  the  nerves  as  to  restore  the 
sinking,  and  to  call  back  to  life  a man  almost  moribund. 

Remembering  this,  I lugged  the  packet  out  of  my  pocket 
and  laid  it  on  the  table. 
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“ Be  of  good  cheer,  cousin,”  I said;  “ I have  a drug  which 
is  strong  enough,  with  the  help  of  God,  to  make  a dying  man 
sit  up  again.  Courage,  then!” 

When  I had  said  these  words  my  temptation  fell  upon  me. 
It  came  in  the  guise  of  a voice  which  whispered  in  my  ear. 

“ Should  this  man  die,”  it  said,  “ there  will  be  freedom  for 
Grace.  She  can  then  marry  the  man  she  loves.  She  will  be 
restored  to  happiness.  While  he  lives,  she  must  still  continue 
in  misery,  being  cut  off  from  love.  Let  him  die,  therefore. ” 

“ Humphrey,”  said  Ben,  “ in  this  matter  of  Gracee,  if  she 
will  come  to  me  I will  make  her  happy.  But  I know  not 
where  she  is  hidden.  Things  go  ill  with  me  since  that  un- 
lucky day.  I would  to  God  I had  not  done  it.  Nothing  hath 
gone  well  since,  and  I drink  daily  to  hide  her  face.  Yet  at 
night  she  haunts  me — with  her  father,  who  threatens,  and  her 
mother,,  who  weeps,  and  my  grandfather,  who  reproaches. 
Humphrey — tell  me — what  is  it,  man?  What  mean  your 
looks?” 

For  while  he  spoke  that  other  voice  was  in  my  ears  also. 

“ Should  he  die,  Grace  will  be  happy  again.  Should  he  live 
she  will  continue  in  misery.”  At  these  words,  which  were  but 
my  own  thoughts,  yet  involuntarily,  I felt  so  great  a pity, 
such  an  overwhelming  love  for  Grace,  that  my  spirit  was 
wholly  carried  away.  To  restore  her  freedom!  Oh,  what 
price  was  too  great  for  such  a gift?  Nay — I was  seized  with 
the  thought  that  to  give  her  so  great  a thing,  even  my  own 
destruction,  would  be  a light  price  to  pay.  Never,  until  that 
moment,  had  I known  how  fondly  and  truly  1 loved  her. 
Why,  if  it  were  to  be  done  over  again— but  this  matters  not. 
1 have  to  make  my  confession. 

“Humphrey,  speak!”  I suppose  that  my  trouble  showed 
itself  in  my  face. 

“ Thou  art  married  to  Grace,”  I said,  slowly.  “ That  can 
not  be  denied.  So  long  as  thou  livest,  Benjamin,  so  long  will 
she  be  robbed  of  everything  that  she  desires,  so  long  will  she 
be  unhappy.  Now  if  thou  shouldst  die — ” 

“ Die?  I can  not  die;  I must  live.”  He  tried  to  raise  him- 
self, but  he  was  too  weak.  “ Cousin,  save  my  life.” 

“ If  thou  shouldst  die,  Benjamin,”  I went  on,  regardless  of 
his  words,  “ she  will  be  set  free.  It  is  only  by  thy  death  that 
she  can  be  set  free.  Say,  then,  to  thyself : 6 1 have  done  this 
poor  woman  so  great  an  injury  that  nothing  but  my  death  can 
atone  for  it.  Willingly,  therefore,  will  I lay  down  my  life, 
hoping  thus  to  atone  for  this  abominable  wickedness.  * ” 

“ Humphrey,  do  not  mock  me.  Give  me — give  me — give 
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me  speedily  the  drug  of  which  you  spoke.  I die — I die!  Oh 
give  me  of  your  drug!” 

Then  I took  the  packet  containing  the  Pulvis  Jesuiticus 
and  threw  it  upon  the  fire,  where  in  a moment  it  was  a little 
heap  of  ashes.  • 

“ Now,  Benjamin, ” I said,  “I  can  not  help  thee.  Thou 
must  surely  die. 99 

He  shrieked,  he  wept,  he  implored  me  to  do  something — 
something  to  keep  him  alive.  He  began  to  curse  and  to  swear. 

“ No  one  can  now  save  thee,  Benjamin,”  1 told  him.  “ Not 
all  the  College  of  Physicians;  not  all  the  medicines  in  England. 
Thou  must  die.  Listen  and  heed:  in  a short  time,  unless  thy 
present  weakness  causeth  thee  to  expire,  there  will  fall  upon 
thee  another  fit  of  fever  and  delirium,  after  which  another 
interval  of  reason;  perhaps  another — but  yet  thou  must  surely 
die.  Prepare  thy  soul,  therefore.  Is  there  any  message  for 
Grace  that  thou  wouldst  send  to  her,  being  now  at  the  point 
of  death?” 

His  only  answer  was  to  curse  and  weep  alternately. 

Then  I knelt  beside  his  bed  and  prayed  aloud  for  him.  But 
incessantly  he  cried  for  help,  wearing  himself  out  with  prayers 
and  curses. 

“Benjamin,”  I said,  when  I had  thus  prayed  awhile,  but 
ineffectually,  “ I shall  take  to  Grace,  instead  of  these  curses, 
whfch  avail  nothing,  a prayer  for  pardon,  in  order  to  touch 
her  heart  and  cause  her  to  think  of  thee  with  forgiveness,  as 
of  one  who  repented  at  the  end.  This  1 shall  do  for  her  sake. 
I shall  also  tell  thy  father  that  thy  death  was  repentant,  and 
shall  take  to  him  also  a prayer  for  forgiveness  as  from  thee. 
This  will  lighten  his  sorrow,  and  cause  him  to  remember  thee 
with  the  greater  love.  And  to  Eobin,  too,  so  that  he  may 
cease  to  call  thee  villain,  I will  carry,  not  these  ravings,  but  an 
humble  prayer,  as  from  thyself,  for  forgiveness. 99 

This  is  my  confession:  1 , who  might  have  saved  my  cousin , 
suffered  him  to  die . 

The  sick  man,  when  he  found  that  prayers  nr  curses  would 
not  avail,  fell  to  moaning,  rolling  his  head  from  side  to  side. 
When  he  was  thus  quiet  I prayed  again  for  him,  exhorting  him 
to  lift  up  his  soul  to  his  J udge,  and  assuring  him  of  our  full 
forgiveness.  But  indeed,  I know  not  if  he  heard  or  under- 
stood. It  was  then  about  four  of  the  clock,  and  growing 
dark.  1 lighted  a candle  and  examined  him  again.  I think 
that  he  was  now  unconscious.  He  seemed  as  if  he  slept.  I 
sat  down  and  watched. 
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I think  that  at  midnight,  or  thereabouts,  I must  have  fallen 
asleep. 

When  1 awoke  the  candle  was  out,  and  the  fire  was  out. 
The  room  was  in  perfect  darkness.  I laid  my  hand  upon  my 
cousin's  forehead.  He  was  cold  and  dead.  Then  I heard  the 
voice  of  the  watchman  in  the  street:  44  Past  two  o'clock,  and 
a frosty  morning.  " 

The  voice  which  I had  heard  before  whispered  again  in  my 
ear. 

44  Grace  is  free — Grace  is  free!  Thou — thou — thou  alone 
hast  set  her  free!  Thou  hast  killed  her  husband!" 

I threw  myself  upon  my  knees  and  spent  the  rest  of  that 
long  night  in  seeking  for  repentance,  but  then,  as  now,  the 
lamentation  of  a sinner  is  also  mingled  with  the  joy  of  think- 
ing that  Grace  was  free  at  last,  and  by  none  other  hand  than 
mine. 

This  is  my  conf esssion : I might  have  saved  my  cousin,  and 
I suffered  him  to  die.  Wherefore  I have  left  the  profession 
in  which  it  was  my  ambition  to  distinguish  myself,  and  am  no 
longer  anything  but  a poor  and  obscure  person,  living  on  the 
charity  of  my  friends  in  a remote  village. 

Two  days  afterward  I was  sitting  at  the  table,  looking 
through  the  dead  man's  papers,  when  I heard  a footstep  on 
the  stair. 

It  was  Barnaby,  who  broke  noisily  into  the  room. 

6 4 Where  is  Benjamin?"  he  cried.  44  Where  is  that  villain?" 

44  What  do  you  want  with  him?" 

44 1 want  to  kill  him.  I am  come  to  kill  him. " 

44  Look  upon  the  bed,  Barnaby."  I laid  back  the  sheet 
and  showed  him  the  pale  face  of  the  dead  man.  44  The  hand 
of  the  Lord — or  that  of  another — hath  already  kiled  him.  Art 
thou  now  content?" 


CHAPTER  LII. 

In  the  decline  of  years,  when  the  sixtieth  birthday  is  near  at 
hand  and  one  looks  not  to  live  much  longer,  and  the  future 
hath  no  fresh  joy  to  bring  with  it  (but  only  infirmities  of  age 
and  pain),  it  is  profitable  and  pleasant  to  look  back  upon  the 
past,  to  observe  the  guidance  of  the  Unseen  Hand,  to  repent 
one's  sins,  and  to  live  over  again  those  seasons,  whether  of  sor- 
row or  of  joy,  which  we  now  perceive  to  have  been  providentially 
ordered. 

This  have  I done,  both  in  reading  the  history  of  our  lives  as 
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related  by  my  mistress,  and  in  writing  this  latter  part.  To 
the  former  have  I added  nothing,  nor  have  I subtracted  any- 
thing therefrom,  because  I would  not  suffer  the  sweet  and  can- 
did soul  of  her  whom  I have  always  loved  to  be  tarnished  by 
any  words  of  mine,  breaking  in  upon  her  own,  as  jarring  notes 
in  some  lovely  harmony.  It  is  strictly  laid  upon  me  to  deliver 
her  words  just  as  she  hath  written  them  down.. 

Now,  after  the  death  of  Benjamin,  I took  it  upon  myself, 
being  his  cousin,  in  the  absence  of  his  father,  to  examine  the 
papers  which  he  had  left.  Among  them  I found  abundance  of 
songs,  chiefly  in  praise  of  wine  and  women,  with  tavern  bills. 
Also,  there  were  notes  of  legal  cases,  very  voluminous,  and  I 
found  notes  of  payment  made  to  various  persons  engaged  in 
inquiring  after  his  wife,  in  those  towns  of  the  West  Country 
where  her  fathers  name  would  procure  friends  for  her.  But 
there  was  no  will;  Benjamin  had  died  (never  looking  for  so 
early  an  end)  without  making  any  will.  Therefore,  all  his  es- 
tate, including  the  Manor  of  Bradford  Orcas  (indeed,  he  had 
nothing  else)  now  belonged  to  Grace,  a widow  who  had  never 
been  a wife. 

It  is  thirty  years  ago  and  more.  King  William  III.  is  dead; 
Queen  Anne  is  dead;  King  George  (who  can  not,  they  say, 
speak  English,  but  is  a stout  Protestant)  sits  upon  our  throne; 
the  Non-conformisfcs  are  free,  save  that  they  can  not  enter  the 
universities,  and  are  subject  to  other  disabilities,  which  will, 
doubtless,  be  removed  in  the  course  of  years.  But  English 
people,  I think,  love  power  beyond  all  earthly  things;  and  so 
long  as  the  Church  is  in  a majority,  the  churchmen  will  exer- 
cise their  power  and  will  not  part  with  it.  To  us  of  Bradford 
Orcas  it  matters  little.  WTe  worship  at  the  parish  church. 
Every  Sunday  I contemplate,  as  I did  fifty  years  ago,  the 
monument  of  Filipa  kneeling  apart,  and  of  her  husband  and 
his  second  wife  kneeling  together.  There  is  a new  tablet  in 
the  chancel  put  up  to  the  memory  of  Sir  Christopher,  and  an- 
other to  that  of  Dr.  Comfort  Eykin.  Their  bodies  lie  some- 
where among  the  mounds  on  the  north  side  of  Ilminster 
Church. 

Forty  years  ago,  as  you  have  seen,  there  stood  three  boys  in 
the  garden  of  the  Manor  House  discoursing  on  their  future. 
One  wished  never  to  go  anywhere,  but  to  remain  always  a 
country  gentleman,  like  his  grandfather;  one  would  be  a great 
lawyer,  a judge,  even  the  lord  chancellor;  the  third  would  be 
a great  physician.  Lo!  the  end  of  all!  The  first,  but  after 
divers  miseries,  perils,  and  wanderings,  hath  attained  to  his  de- 
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sire;  the  second  lies  buried  in  the  church-yard  of  St.  Andrew^, 
Holborn,  forgotten  long  since  by  his  companions  (who,  indeed, 
are  now  with  him  in  the  pit),  and  remembered  only  among  his 
own  kin  for  the  great  wickedness  which  he  wrought  before  the 
Lord.  And  as  for  the  third  and  last,  no  illustrious  physician 
is  he;  but  one  who  lives  obscure  (but  content)  in  a remote  vil- 
lage (in  the  very  cottage  where  his  mistress  was  born),  with 
books  and  music,  and  the  society  of  the  sweetest  woman  who 
ever  graced  this  earth  for  his  solace.  She  was  always  gra- 
cious; she  was  gracious  in  her  childhood;  gracious  as  a maiden; 
more  gracious  still  is  she  in  these  latter  days  when  her  hair  is 
gray,  and  her  daughters  stand  about  her,  tall  and  comely. 

Now,  had  I administered  that  powder  — that  sovereign 
remedy,  the  Pulvis  Jesuiticus — what  would  have  been  her  lot? 

“ Humphrey,”  said  Eobin,  “ a penny  for  thy  thoughts.” 

“ Eobin,  I was  thinking — it  is  not  a new  thing,  but  twenty 
years  old  and  more — that  Cousin  Benjamin  never  did  anything 
in  his  life  so  useful  as  to  die.” 

“ Ay,  poor  Benjamin!  That  he  had  at  the  end  the  grace 
to  ask  our  forgiveness  and  to  repent  hath  in  it  something  of  a 
miracle.  We  have  long  forgiven  him.  But  consider,  cousin. 
We  were  saved  from  the  fight;  we  were  saved  from  the  sea;  we 
were  saved  from  slavery;  we  were  enabled  to  strike  the  last 
blow  for  the  Protestant  religion — what  w§re  all  these  blessings 
worth  if  Benjamin  still  lived?  To  think,  Humphrey,  that 
Grace  would  never  have  been  my  wife  and  never  a mother; 
and  all  these  children  should  have  remained  unborn!  I say 
that,  though  we  may  not  desire  the  death  of  a sinner,  we  were 
not  human  if  we  rejoiced  not  at  the  death  of  our  poor  cousin.” 

Yes;  that  is  the  thought  which  will  not  suffer  me  to  repent. 
A single  pinch  of  the  Pulvis  Jesuiticus , and  he  might  have 
been  living  unto  this  very  day;  then  would  Grace  have  lost  the 
crowning  blessing  of  a womans  life. 

Yet — I was,  it  is  true,  a physician — whose  duty  it  is  to  save 
life,  always  to  save  life,  even  the  life  of  the  wretched  criminal 
who  is  to  die  upon  the  gallows. 

Yet,  again,  if  he  had  been  saved!  As  1 write  these  lines  I 
see  my  mistress  walking  down  the  village  street.  She  looks 
over  my  garden  gate;  she  lifts  the  latchet  and  enters,  smiling 
gravely  and  tenderly.  A sober  happiness  sits  upon  her  brow. 
The  terror  of  her  first  marriage  has  long  been  forgotten. 

Why,  as  I watch  her  tranquil  life,  busy  with  her  household 
and  her  children,  full  of  the  piety  which  asks  not  (as  her  father 
was  wont  to  ask)  how  and  where  the  mercy  of  Heaven  is  limit- 
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ed,  and  if,  indeed,  it  will  embrace  all  she  loves;  as  I mark  the 
tender  love  of  husband  and  of  children  which  lies  around  her 
like  a garment  and  pervades  all  her  doings,,  there  comes  back 
to  me  continually  a bedroom  in  which  a man  lies  dying.  Again! 
in  memory,  again  in  intention , I throw  upon  the  fire  that* 
handful  of  Pulvis  Jesuiticus  which  should  have  driven  away 
his  fever  and  restored  him  to  health  again.  A great  and  strong 
man  he  was,  who  might  have  lived  till  eighty  years;  where 
then  would  have  been  that  love?  where  those  children?  where 
that  tranquil  heart  and  that  contented  mind?  “ I will  not 
save  Ms  life.”  I say  again  in  my  mind:  “ 1 will  not  save 
Mm ; he  shall  die.” 

“ Humphrey/*  my  mistress  says,  “ leave  thy  books  awhile 
and  walk  with  me;  the  winter  sun  is  warm  upon  the  hills. 
Come,  dear  cousin,  it  is  the  day  when  Benjamin  died- — repent- 
ant— what  better  could  we  wish?  What  greater  blessing  could 
have  been  bestowed  upon  him  and  upon  us  than  a true  repent- 
ance and  to  die?  Oh,  dear  brother,  let  us  walk  and  talk  of 
these  blessings  which  have  .been  showered  upon  my  undeserv- 
ing head.  ” 


THE  END. 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


We  use  soap.  BIS  TOR  TED  HA  NDS 

fwill  surely  come  to  those  who  clean  house  and 
wash  clothes  in  the  old-fashioned  way— with  soap. 
How  can  it  be  otherwise?  You  rub— rub— rub,  and 
you  ache— ache— ache.  You  spend  hours  inhaling 
the  hot  steam  and  odors  which  rise  from  the  tub, 
impregnated  with  the  filth  of  soiled  clothing,  and 
with  all  this  you  have  not 
obtained  the  best  results.  We  .Use 
WITH  PEAREJNE  a delicate  woman  can  do  a 
large  wash.  You  do  not  have  to  rub  yourself  and  your 
clothes  to  pieces.  You  do  not  have  to  inhale  fetid 
steam.  When  finished,  you  are  not  too  tired  to  see  that 
your  work  is  well  and  economically  done,  and  that  you 
have  saved  many  hours  of  woman’s  hardest  work. 

Pyle’s  Pearline  is  the  Modern  Soap. 

Beware  of  imitations. 

The  New  York  Fashion  Bazar  Book  of  the  Toilet 

PRICE  25  CENTS. 

This  is  a little  book  which  we  can  recommend  to  every  lady  for  the  Preserva- 
tion and  Increase  of  Health  and  Beauty.  It  contains  full  directions  for  all  the 
artfe  and  mysteries  of  personal  decoration,  and  for  increasing  the  natural 
graces  of  form  and  expression.  All  the  little  affections  of  the  skin,  hair,  eyes 
and  body,  that  detract  from  appearance  and  happiness,  are  made  the  sub- 
jects of  precise  and  excellent  recipes.  Ladies  are  instructed  how  to  reduce 
their  weight  without  injury  to  health  and  without  producing  pallor  and  weak- 
ness. Nothing  necessary  to  a complete  toilet  book  of  recipes  and  valuable 
advice  and  information  has  been  overlooked  in  the  compilation  of  this  volume. 
GEORGE  MUNRO,  Munro’s  Publishing  House, 

(P.  O.  Box  3751.)  17  to  27  Vandewater  Street,  New  York. 


These  famous  and  unrivaled  Pills  PURIFY  THE  BLOOD,  and  act  pow- 
erfully, yet  soothingly,  on  the  LIVER  and  STOMACH,  and  relieve  INDIGES- 
TION, NERVOUS  DEBILITY,  DYSPEPSIA,  SICK  HEADACHE,  SLEEP 
LESSNESS,  BILIOUSNESS,  and  are  wonderfully  efficacious  in  all  ailments 
incidental  to  FEMALES,  Young  or  Old.  Sure  cure  for  PIMPLES  and  ALL 
ERUPTIONS  of  the  SKIN.  Price  50  cents  per  box,  6 boxes  for  $2.50.  Sent 
by  mail  on  receipt  of  price.  Address  GRAHAM  MEDIC Ali  CO.* 
191  Fulton  Street,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y.,  or  P.  O.  Box  2124,  New  York. 

OLD  SLEUTH’S  BEST  DETECTIVE  STORY.  ~~ 

“THE  SHADOW  DETECTIVE.” 

By  OT.D  SI.EUTH, 

Author  of  “ The  Gypsy  Detective , ” “ The  Irish  Detective ,”  etc.,  etc. 

Ilandftomely  Bound  In  Paper  Dovers.  Printed  in  large  type  on  fine  paper. 

PRICE  50  CENTS. 

“THE  SHADOW  DETECTIVE,”  one  of  Old  Sleuth’s  great  stories,  is  now  of- 
fered in  an  attractive  volume  for  fifty  cents.  Thousands  have  heard  of  this 
wonderful  story,  and  it  will  be  found  fully  to  merit  its  great  popularity  as  a serial. 

It  may  be  had  of  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  by  mail  on  receipt  of  price, 
50  cents,  by  the  publisher.  Address  GEORGE  MUNRO,  Munro’s  Publishiiwb 
House.  17  to  27  Vandewater  Street,  N.  Y.  (P.  O.  Box  3751 A 


MUNRO’S  PUBLICATIONS. 


Old  Sleuth  Library. 

A Series  of  the  lost  Thrilling  Detective  Stories 
Ever  Published! 

ISSUED  QUARTERLY. 


1 Old  Sleuth,  the  Detective 10c 

2 The  King  of  the  Detectives 10c 

3 Old  Sleuth’s  Triumph  (1st  half)  10c 

3 Old  Sleuth’s  Triumph  (2d  half)  10c 

4 Under  a Million  Disguises  (1st 

Half 10c 

4 Under  a Million  Disguises  (2d 

half 10c 

5 Night  Scenes  in  New  York 10c 

6 Old  Electricity,  the  Lightning 

Detective 10c 

7 The  Shadow  Detective  (1st  half)  10c 

7 The  Shadow  Detective  (2d  half)  10c 

8 Red-Light  Will,  the  River  De- 

tective (1st  half) 10c 

8 Red-Light  Will,  the  River  De- 

tective (2d  half). 10c 

9 Iron  Burgess,  the  Government 

Detective  (1st  half) 10c 

9  Iron  Burgess,  the  Government 

Detective  (2d  half) 10c 

10  The  Brigands  of  New  York  (1st 

half) 10c 

10  The  Brigands  of  New  York  (2d 

half) 10c 

11  Tracked  by  a Ventriloquist 10c 

12  The  Twin  Shadowers 10c 

13  The  French  Detective 10c 

14  Billy  Wayne,  the  St.  Louis  De- 

tective   10c 

15  The  New  York  Detective 10c 

16  O’Neil  McDarragh,  the  Detect- 

ive; or.  The  Strategy  of  a 
Brave  Man i . . . 10c 

17  Old  Sleuth  in  Harness  Again...  10c 

18  The  Lady  Detective 10c 

19  The  Yankee  Detective 10c 

20  The  Fastest  Boy  in  New  York . . 10c 

21  Black  Raven,  the  Georgia  De- 

tective  10c 

22  Night-hawk,  the  Mounted  De- 

tective  10c 

23  The  Gypsy  Detective 10c 

24  The  Mysteries  and  Miseries  of 

New  York 10c 

25  Old  Terrible 10c 

26  The  Smugglers  of  NewYork  Bay  10c 

27  Manfred,  the  Magic  Trick  De- 

tective  10c 

28  Mura,  the  Western  Lady  De- 

tective  10c 

29  Mons.  Armand ; or,  The  French 

Detective  in  New  York 10c 


30  Lady  Kate,  the  Dashing  Female 

Detective  (1st  half) 10c 

30  Lady  Kate,  the  Dashing  Female 

Detective  (2d  half) 10c 

31  Hamud,  the  Detective 10c 

32  The  Giant  Detective  in  France 

(1st  half) 10c 

32  The  Giant  Detective  in  France 

(2d  half) 10« 

33  The  American  Detective  in 

Russia.... 10c 

34  The  Dutch  Detective 10c 

35  Old  Puritan,  the  Old-Time  Yan- 

kee Detective  (1st  half) 10c 

35  Old  Puritan,  the  Old-Time  Yan- 

kee Detective  (2d  half) 10c 

36  Manfred’s  Quest;  or.  The  Mys- 

tery of  a Trunk  (1st  half) . . . 10c 

36  Manfred’s  Quest : or.  The  Mys- 

tery of  a Trunk  (2d  half) 10c 

37  Tom  Thumb;  or.  The  Wonderful 

Boy  Detective  (1st  half) 10c 

37  Tom  Thumb;  or,  The  Wonderful 

Boy  Detective  (2d  half) 10c 

38  Old  Ironsides  Abroad  (1st  half).  10c 

38  Old  Ironsides  Abroad  (2d  half).  10c 

39  Little  Black  Tom ; or,  The  Ad- 

ventures of  a Mischievous 
Darky  (1st  half) 10c 

39  Little  Black  Tom ; or.  The  Ad- 

ventures of  a Mischievous 
Darky  (2d  half) 10c 

40  Old  Ironsides  Among  the  Cow- 

boys (1st  half) 10c 

40  Old  Ironsides  Among  the  Cow- 

boys (2d  half) 10c 

41  Black  Tom  in  Search  of  a Fa- 

ther; or,  the  Further  Advent- 
ures of  a Mischievous  Darky 

(1st  half) 10c 

41  Black  Tom  in  Search  of  a Fa- 
ther ; or,  the  Further  Advent- 
ures of  a Mischievous  Darky 
(2d  half).... 10c 


42  Bonanza  Bardie;  or,  the  Treas- 
ure of  the  Rockies  (1st  half).  10c 

42  Bonanza  Bardie;  or,  the  Treas- 

ure of  the  Rockies  (2d  half) . . 10c 

43  Old  Transform,  the  Secret  Spe- 

cial Detective  (1st  half) 10c 

43  Old  Transform,  the  Secret  Spe- 
cial Detective  (2d  half) 10c 


The  above  books  are  for  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, postage  prepaid,  on  receipt  of  the  price,  10  cents  each.  Address 
GEORGE  MTTNRO,  Munro’s  Publishing  House, 

(P.  O.  Box  3751.)  17  to  27  Vandewater  Street,  New  York* 


MUNRO’S  PUBLICATIONS.' 

The  Seaside  Library-Pocket  Edition. 

Always  Unchanged  and  Unabridged. 

WITH  HANDSOME  LITHOGRAPHED  PAPER  COVER. 


Persons  who  wish  to  purchase  the  following  works  in  a complete 
and  unabridged  form  are  cautioned  to  order  and  see  that  they  get 
The  Seaside  Library,  Pocket  Edition,  as  works  published  in 
other  libraries  are  frequently  abridged  and  incomplete.  Every 
number  of  The  Seaside  Library  is 

ALWAYS  UNCHANGED  AND  UNABRIDGED. 

Newsdealers  wishing  catalogues  of  The  Seaside  Library,  Pocket  Edition, 
bearing  their  imprint,  will  be  supplied  on  sending  their  names,  addresses,  and 
number  required. 

The  works  in  The  Seaside  Library,  Pocket  Edition,  are  printed  from 
larger  type  and  on  better  paper  than  any  other  series  published. 

A handsome  catalogue  containing  complete  and  classified  lists  of  all  George 
Munro's  publications  will  be  mailed  to  any  address  on  receipt  of  10  cents. 

The  following  works  are  for  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any 
address,  postage  free,  on  receipt  of  12  cent®  for  single  numbers  and  25  cents 
for  double  numbers,  by  the  publisher.  Address 

GEORGE  MUNRO,  Munro’s  Publishing  House, 

(P.  O.  Box  3751.)  17  to  27  Vandewater  Street,  New  York. 


AUTHORS’  CATALOGUE. 

[When  ordering  by  mail  please  order  by  numbers. \ 


Works  by  the  author  of  “ Addie’s 
Husband.” 

388  Addie’s  Husband ; or,  Through 

Clouds  to  Sunshine 10 

504  My  Poor  Wife 10 

1046  Jessie 20 

Works  by  the  author  ol  “A  Fatal 
Dower.” 

24G  A Fatal  Dower 20 

372  Phyllis’  Probation 10 

461  His  Wedded  Wife 20 

829  The  Actor’s  Ward 20 

Works  by  tlie  author  of  “ A Great 
Mistake.” 

244  A Great  Mistake 20 

588  Cherry 10 

1040  Clarissa’s  Ordeal.  1st  half...  20 

1040  Clarissa’s  Ordeal.  2d  half 20 

1137  Prince  Charming 20 

Works  by  the  author  of  “A 
Woman’s  Love-Story.” 

322  A Woman’s  Love-Story 10 

677  Griselda 20 

Mrs.  Alexander’s  Works. 

5 The  Admiral’s  Ward 20 

17  The  Wooing  O’t 20 

62  The  Executor 20 

189  Valerie’s  Fate 10 

229  Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow? 10 

236  Which  Shall  it  Be? 20 


339  Mrs.  Vereker’s  Courier  Maid. . 10 

490  A Second  Life 20 

564  At  Bay 10 

794  Beaton’s  Bargain . ..  20 

797  Look  Before  You  Leap 20 

805  The  Freres.  1st  half 20 

805  The  Freres.  2d  half 20 

806  Her  Dearest  Foe.  1st  half 20 

806  Her  Dearest  Foe.  2d  half 20 

814  The  Heritage  of  Langdale 20 

815  Ralph  Wilton’s  Weird 10' 

900  By  Woman’s  Wit. 20 

997  Forging  the  Fetters,  and  The 

Australian  Aunt 20 

1054  Mona’s  Choice 20 

1057  A Life  Interest 20 

Alison’s  Works. 

194  “ So  Near,  and  Yet  So  Far !” . . 10 

278  For  Life  and  Love 10 

481  The  House  That  Jack  Built. . . 10 
F.  Anstey’s  Works. 

59  Vice  Versa 20 

225  The  Giant’s  Robe 20 

503  The  Tinted  Venus.  A Farcical 

Romance 10 

819  A Fallen  Idol 20 

R.  M.  Ballantyue’s  Works. 

89  The  Red  Eric 10 

95  The  Fire  Brigade 10 

96  Erling  the  Bold 10 

772  Gascoyne,  the  Sandal-Wood 

Trader 20 


2 


THE  SEASIDE  LIBRARY— Pocket  Edition. 


Honore  De  Balzac’s  Works. 

776  PereGoriot 20 

1128  Cousin  Pons 20 

S.  Baring-Gould’s  Works. 

787  Court  Royal 20 

878  Little  Tu’penny 10 

1122  Eve 20 

Frank  Barrett’s  Works. 

986  The  Great  Hesper 20 

1138  A Recoiling  Vengeance 20 

Basil’s  Works. 

344  “ The  Wearing  of  the  Green  20 

547  A Coquette’s  Conquest 20 

585  A Drawn  Game 20 

Anne  Beale’s  Works. 

188  Idonea 20 

199  The  Fisher  Village 10 

Walter  Besant’s  Works. 

97  All  in  a Garden  Fair 20 

137  Uncle  Jack 10 

140  A Glorious  Fortune 10 

146  Love  Finds  the  Way, and  Other 
Stories.  By  Besant  and  Rice  10 

230  Dorothy  Forster 20 

324  In  Luck  at  Last * 10 

541  Uncle  Jack 10 

651  “ Self  or  Bearer  ” 10 

882  Children  of  Gibeon 20 

904  The  Holy  Rose 10 

906  The  World  Went  Very  Well 

Then 20 

980  To  Call  Her  Mine 20 

1055  Katharine  Regina 20 

1065  Herr  Paulus:  His-  Rise,  His 

Greatness,  and  His  Fall 20 

1143  The  Inner  House 20 

1151  For  Faith  and  Freedom 20 

M.  Bethain-Ed wards’s  Works. 

273  Love  and  Mirage ; or, The  Wait- 
ing on  an  Island 10 

579  The  Flower  of  Doom, and  Other 

Stories 10 

594  Doctor  Jacob  20 

1023  Next  of  Kin— Wanted 20 

William  Black’s  Works. 

1 Yolande 20 

18  Shandon  Bells 20 

21  Sunrise  : A Story  of  These 

Times. . 20 

23  A Princess  of  Thule 20 

39  In  Silk  Attire 20 

44  Macleod  of  Dare 20 

49  That  Beautiful  Wretch 20 

50  The  Strange  Adventures  of  a 

Phaeton 20 

70  White  Wings:  A Yachting  Ro- 
mance  10 

78  Madcap  Violet 20 

81  A Daughter  of  Heth 20 

124  Three  Feathers 20 

125  The  Monarch  of  Mincing.  Lane  20 

126  Kilmeny 20 


138  Green  Pastures  and  Piccadilly  20 
265  Judith  Shakespeare:  Her  Love 
Affairs  and  Other  Adventures  20 
472  The  Wise  Women  of  Inverness  10 

627  White  Heather 20 

898  Romeo  and  Juliet:  A Tale  of 

Two  Young  Fools 

962  Sabina  Zembra.  1st  half 

962  Sabina  Zembra.  2d  half. . ... 
1096  The  Strange  Adventures  of  a 

House-Boat 

1132  In  Far  Lochaber 

R.  D.  Blackmore’s  Works. 

67  Lorna  Doone.  1st  half. 

67  Lorna  Doone.  2d  half 

427  The  Remarkable  History  of  Sir 
Thomas  Upmore,  Bart.,  M.  P. 

615  Mary  Anerley 

625  Erema ; or,  My  Father’s  Sin . . 

629  Cripps,  the  Carrier 

630  Cradock  Nowell.  1st  half 

630  Cradock  Nowell.  2d  half 

631  Christo  well.  A Dartmoor  Tale 

632  Clara  Vaughan 

633  The  Maid  of  Sker.  1st  half . . . 

633  The  Maid  of  Sker.  2d  half 

636  Alice  Lorraine^  1st  half 

636  Alice  Lorraine.  2d  half.  

926  Springhaven.  1st  half 

926  Springhaven.  2d  half 

Miss  M.  E.  Braddon’s  Works 

35  Lady  Audley’s  Secret 

56  Phantom  Fortune 

74  Aurora  Floyd 

110  Under  the  Red  Flag 

153  The  Golden  Calf 

204  Vixen 

211  The  Octoroon 

234  Barbara ; or,  Splendid  Misery. 

263  An*  Ishmaelite 

315  The  Mistletoe  Bough.  Christ- 
mas, 1884.  Edited  by  Miss  M. 

E.  Braddon.. .. 

434  Wyllard’s  Weird 

478  Diavola ; or,  Nobody’s  Daugh- 
ter. Parti 

478  Diavola ; or.  Nobody’s  Daugh- 
ter. Part  II 

480  Married  in  Haste.  Edited  by 
Miss  M.  E.  Braddon 

487  Put  to  the  Test.  Edited  by  Miss 

M.  E.  Braddon 

488  Joshua  Haggard’s  Daughter... 

489  Rupert  Godwin 

495  Mount  Royal 

496  Only  a Woman.  Edited  by  Miss 

M.  E.  Braddon 

497  The  Lady’s  Mile 

498  Only  a Clod 

499  The  Cloven  Foot 

511  A Strange  World 

515  Sir  Jasper’s  Tenant 

524  Strangers  and  Pilgrims 

529  The  Doctor’s  Wife 

542  Fenton’s  Quest 

544  Cut  by  the  County ; or,  Grace 

Darnel 10 
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548  The  Fatal  Marriage,  and  The 

Shadow  in  the  Corner 10 

549  Dudley  Carleon ; or,  The  Broth- 

er’s Secret,  and  George  Caul- 
field’s Journey 10 

552  Hostages  to  Fortune 20 

553  Birds  of  Prey 20 

554  Charlotte’s  Inheritance.  (Se- 

quel to  “ Birds  of  Prey  ”) 20 

557  To  the  Bitter  End 20 

559  Taken  at  the  Flood 20 

560  Asphodel 20 

561  Just  as  I am ; or,  A Living  Lie  20 

567  Dead  Men’s  Shoes 20 

570  John  Marchmont’s  Legacy 20 

618  The  Mistletoe  Bough.  Christ- 
mas, 1885.  Edited  by  Miss  M. 

E.  Braddon 20 

840  One  Thing  Needful;  or,  The 

Penalty  of  Fate 20 

881  Mohawks.  1st  half 20 

881  Mohawks.  2d  half 20 

890  The  Mistletoe  Bough.  Christ- 
mas, 1886.  Edited  by  Miss  M. 

E.  Braddon 20 

943  Weavers  and  Weft;  or,  “ Love 
that  Hath  Us  in  His  Net  ”...  20 
947  Publicans  and  Sinners;  or, 

Lucius  Da voren.  1st  half 20 

947  Publicans  aDd  Sinners;  or, 

Lucius  Davoren.  2d  half 20 

1036  Like  and  Unlike 20. 

1098  The  Fatal  Three 2(5 

Works  by  Charlotte  M,  Braeme, 
Author  of  “Bora  Thorne.” 

19  Her  Mother’s  Sin 10 

51  Dora  Thorne 20 

54  A Broken  Wedding-Ring 20 

68  A Queen  Amongst  Women 10 

69  Madolin’s  Lover 20 

73  Redeemed  by  Love;  or,  Love’s 

Victory 20 

76  Wife  in  Name  Only;  or,  A 

Broken  Heart 20 

79  Wedded  and  Parted 10 

92  Lord  Lynne’s  Choice 10 

148  Thorns  and  Orange-Blossoms.  10 

190  Romance  of  a Black  Veil 10 

220  Which  Loved  Him  Best? 10 

237  Repented  at  Leisure.  (Large 

type  edition) 20 

967  Repented  at  Leisure 10 

249  “ Prince  Charlie’s  Daughter;” 

or.  The  Cost  of  Her  Love 10 

250  Sunshine  and  Roses ; or,  Di- 

ana’s Discipline 10 

254  The  Wife’s  Secret,  and  Fair 

but  False 10 

283  The  Sin  of  a Lifetime ; or,  Viv- 
ien’s Atonement 10 

287  At  War  With  Herself 10 

923  At  War  With  Herself.  (Large 

type  edition) 20 

288  From  Gloom  to  Sunlight;  or, 

From  Out  the  Gloom 10 

955  From  Gloom  to  Sunlight;  or, 
From  Out  the  Gloom.  (Large 
type  edition) 20 


291  Love’s  Warfare 10 

292  A Golden  Heart 10 

293  The  Shadow  of  a Sin 10 

948  The  Shadow  of  a Sin.  (Large 

type  edition) 20 

294  Lady  Hutton’s  Ward 10 

294  Hilda;  or.  The  False  Vow 10 

928  Lady  Hutton’s  Ward 20 

928  Hilda;  or,  The  False  Vow. 

(Large  type  edition) 20 

295  A Woman’s  War 10 

952  A Woman’s  War.  (Large  type 

edition) 20 

296  A Rose  in  Thorns 10 

297  Hilary’s  Folly;  or,  Her  Mar- 

riage Vow.. 10 

953  Hilary’s  Folly;  or,  Her  Mar- 

riage Vow.  (Large  type  edi- 
tion)  20 

299  The  Fatal  Lilies,  and  A Bride 

from  the  Sea 10 

300  A Gilded  Sin,  and  A Bridge  of 

Love 10 

303  Ingledew  House,  and  More  Bit- 

ter than  Death 10 

304  In  Cupid’s  Net 10 

305  A Dead  Heart,  and  Lady  Gwen- 

doline’s Dream 10 

306  A Golden  Dawn,  and  Love  for 

a Day 10 

307  Two  Kisses,  and  Like  no  Other 

Love 10 

308  Beyond  Pardon 20 

322  A Woman’s  Love-Story 10 

323  A Willful  Maid 20 

411  A Bitter  Atonement 20 

433  My  Sister  Kate 10 

459  A Woman’s  Temptation. 

(Large  type  edition)...-. 20 

951  A Woman’s  Temptation 10 

460  Under  a Shadow 20 

465  The  Earl’s  Atonement 20 

466  Between  Two  Loves 20 

467  A Struggle  for  a Ring 20 

469  Lady  Darner’s  Secret;  or,  A 

Guiding  Star 20 

470  Evelyn’s  Folly 20 

471  Thrown  on  the  World 20 

476  Between  Two  Sins;  or,  Married 

in  Haste 10 

516  Put  Asunder ; or,  Lady  Castle- 

maine’s  Divorce 20 

576  Her  Martyrdom 20 

626  A Fair  Mystery 20 

741  The  Heiress  of  Hilldrop;  or, 
The  Romance  of  a Young 

Girl 20 

745  For  Another’s  Sin  ; or,  A Strug- 
gle for  Love 20 

792  Set  in  Diamonds 20 

821  The  World  Between  Them 20 

853  A True  Magdalen 20 

854  A Woman’s  Error 20 

922  Marjorie 20 

924  ’Twixt  Smile  and  Tear 20 

927  Sweet  Cymbeline 20 

929  The  Belle  of  Lynn;  or,  The 

Miller’s  Daughter 20 

931  Lady  Diana’s  Pride. 20 
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949  Claribel’s  Love  Story;  or, Love’s 


Hidden  Depths 20 

958  A Haunted  Life ; or,  Her  Terri- 
ble Sin 20 

969  The  Mystery  of  Colde  Fell;  or, 

Not  Proven 20 

973  The  Squire’s  Darling 20 

975  A Dark  Marriage  Morn 20 

978  Her  Second  Love 20 

982  The  Duke’s  Secret 20 

985  On  Her  Wedding  Morn,  and 
The  Mystery  of  the  Holly-Tree  20 
988  The  Shattered  Idol,  and  Letty 


990  The  Earl’s  Error,  and  Arnold’s 

Promise 20 

995  An  Unnatural  Bondage,  and 

That  Beautiful  Lady 20 

1006  His  Wife’s  Judgment 20 

1008  A Thorn  in  Her  Heart 20 

1010  Golden  Gates 20 

1012  A Nameless  Sin 20 

1014  A Mad  Love 20 

1031  Irene’s  Vow 20 

1052  Signa’s  Sweetheart 20 

1091  A Modern  Cinderella 10 

1134  Lord  Elesmere’s  Wife 20 

1155  Lured  Away;  or,  The  Story  of 
a Wedding  - Ring,  and  The 

Heiress  of  Arne 20 

Charlotte  Bronte’s  Works. 

15  Jane  Eyre 20 

57  Shirley 20 

944  The  Professor 20 

Rlioda  Broughton’s  Works. 

86  Belinda 20 

101  Second  Thoughts. .....  20 

227  Nancy 20 

645  Mrs.  Smith  of  Longmains 10 

758  “ Good-bye,  Sweetheart!” 20 

765  Not  Wisely,  But  Too  Well 20 

767  Joan 20 

768  Red  as  a Rose  is  She 20 

769  Cometh  Up  as  a Flower 20 

862  Betty’s  Visions 10 

894  Doctor  Cupid 20 

Mary  E.  Bryan’s  Works. 

731  The  Bayou  Bride 20 

857  Kildee;  or.  The  Sphinx  of  the 

Red  House.  1st  half 20 

857  Kildee;  or,  The  Sphinx  of  the 

Red  House.  2d  half 20 

Robert  Buchanan’s  Works. 

145  “ Storm-Beaten God  and  The 

Man 20 

154  Annan  Water 20 

181  The  New  Abelard 10 

398  Matt : A Tale  of  a Caravan ...  10 

646  The  Master  of  the  Mine 20 

892  That  Winter  Night;  or,  Love’s 

Victory 10 

1074  Stormy  Waters 20 

1104  The  Heir  of  Linne 20 

Captain  Fred  Burnaby’s  Works. 

375  A Ride  to  Khiva 20 

384  On  Horseback  Through  Asia 
Minor 20 


E.  Fairfax  Byrrne’s  Works. 

521  Entangled 20 

538  A Fair  Country  Maid.  20 

Hall  Caine’s  Works. 

445  The  Shadow  of  a Crime 20 

520  She’s  All  the  World  to  Me 10 

Mrs.  H.  Lovett  Cameron’s  Works. 

595  A North  Country  Maid 20 

796  In  a Grass  Country. 20 

891  Vera  Nevill;  or,  Poor  Wisdom’s 

Chance 20 

912  Pure  Gold.  1st  half 20 

912  Pure  Gold.  2d  half 20 

963  Worth  Winning 20 

1025  Daisy’s  Dilemma 20 

1028  A Devout  Lover ; or,  A Wasted 

Love 20 

1070  A Life’s  Mistake 20 

Rosa  Nouchette  Carey’s  Works- 

215  Not  Like  Other  Girls 20 

396  Robert  Ord’s  Atonement 20 

551  Barbara  Heathcote’s  Trial.  1st 

half 20 

551  Barbara  Heathcote’s  Trial.  2d 

half 20 

608  For  Lilias.  1st  half 20 

608  For  Lilias.  2d  half 20 

930  Uncle  Max.  1st  half 20 

930  Uncle  Max.  2d  half 20 

932  Queenie’s  Whim.  1st  half 20 

932  Queenie’s  Whim  . 2d  half 20 

934  Wooed  and  Married.  1st  half.  20 

934  Wooed  and  Married.  2d  half.  20 

936  Nellie’s  Memories.  1st  half...  20 
936  Nellie’s  Memories.  2d  half. . . 20 

961  Wee  Wifie 20 

1033  Esther:  A Story  for  Girls 20 

1064  Only  the  Governess 20 

1135  Aunt  Diana 20 

Lewis  Carroll’s  Works. 

462  Alice’s  Adventures  in  Wonder- 
land. Illustrated  by  John 

Tenniel 20 

789  Through  the  Looking-Glass, 
and  What  Alice  Found  There. 
Illustrated  by  John  Tenniel. . 20 

Wilkie  Collins’s  Works. 

52  The  New  Magdalen 10 

102  The  Moonstone 20 

167  Heart  and  Science 20 

168  No  Thoroughfare.  By  Dickens 

and  Collins 10 

175  Love’s  Random  Shot,  and 

Other  Stories 10 

233  “ I Say  No ;”  or,  The  Love-Let- 
ter Answered. . 20 

508  The  Girl  at  the  Gate 10 

591  The  Queen  of  Hearts 20 

613  The  Ghost’s  Touch,  and  Percy 

and  the  Prophet 10 

623  My  Lady’s  Money 10 

701  The  Woman  in  White.  1st  half  20 

701  The  Woman  in  White.  2d  half  20 

702  Man  and  Wife.  1st  half 20 

702  Man  and  Wife.  2d  half 20 
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764  The  Evil  Genius 20 

896  The  Guilty  River 20 

946  The  Dead  Secret 20 

977  The  Haunted  Hotel 20 

1029  Armadale.  1st  half.  20 

1029  Armadale.  2d  half 20 

1095  The  Legacy  of  Cain 20 

1119  No  Name.  1st  half 20 

1119  No  Name.  2d  half 20 

Mabel  Collins’s  Works. 

749  Lord  Vanecourt’s  Daughter. . . 20 


828  The  PrettiestWoman  in  Warsaw  20 


425  The  Oak-Openings;  or,  The 

Bee-Hunter 20 

431  The  Monikins 20 

1062  The  Deerslayer;  or.  The  First 

War-Path.  1st  half 20 

1062  The  Deerslayer;  or.  The  First 
War-Path.  2d  half 20 

Marie  Corelli’s  Works. 

1068  Vendetta ! or,  The  Story  of  One 

Forgotten 20 

1131  Thelma.  1st  half 20 

1131  Thelma.  2d  half 20 


Hugh  Conway’S  Works. 

240  Called  Back 10 

251  The  Daughter  of  the  Stars,  and 
Other  Tales. 10 

301  Dark  Days 10 

302  The  Blatchford  Bequest 10 

502  Carriston’s  Gift 10 

525  Paul  Vargas,  and  Other  Stories  10 

543  A Family  Affair 20 

601  Slings  and  Arrows,  and  Other 

Stories 10 

711  A Cardinal  Sin 20 

804  Living  or  Dead 20 

830  Bound  by  a Spell 20 


J.  Fenimore  Cooper’s  Works. 

60  The  Last  of  the  Mohicans 20 

63  The  Spy 20 

309  The  Pathfinder 20 

310  The  Prairie 20 

318  The  Pioneers ; or,  The  Sources 

of  the  Susquehanna 20 

349  The  Two  Admirals 20 

359  The  Water-Witch 20 

361  The  Red  Rover 2d 

373  Wing  and  Wing 20 

378  Homeward  Bound;  or,  The 

Chase 20 

379  Home  as  Found.  (Sequel  to 

“ Homeward  Bound”) 20 

380  Wyandotte ; or,  The  Hutted 

Knoll 20 

385  The  Headsman;  or,  The  Ab- 

baye  des  Vignerons  20 

394  The  Bravo 20 

397  Lionel  Lincoln ; or,  The  Leag- 
uer of  Boston 20 

400  The  Wept  of  Wish-Ton-Wish. . 20 

413  Afloat  and  Ashore 20 

414  Miles  Wallingford.  (Sequel  to 

“ Afloat  and  Ashore  ”) 20 

415  The  Ways  of  the  Hour 20 

416  Jack  Tier ; or,  The  Florida  Reef  20 

419  The  Chainbearer;  or.  The  Lit- 

tle-page Manuscripts 20 

420  Satan stoe ; or,  The  Littlepage 

Manuscripts 20 

421  The  Redskins;  or,  Indian  and 

Injin.  Being  the  conclusion 
of  the  Littlepage  Manuscripts  20 

422  Precaution 20 

423  The  Sea  Lions;  or.  The  Lost 

Sealers  20 

424  Mercedes  of  Castile;  or,  The 

Voyage  to  Cathay 20 


Georgiana  M.  Craik’s  Works, 


450  Godfrey  Helstone 20 

606  Mrs.  Hollyer 20 

B.  M.  Croker’s  Works. 

207  Pretty  Miss  Neville 20 

260  Proper  Pride 10 

412  Some  One  Else 20 

1124  Diana  Barrington ..  20 

May  Crommelin’s  Works. 

452  In  the  West  Countrie; '. . . 20 

619  Joy;  or.  The  Light  of  Cold- 

Home  Ford 20 

647  Goblin  Gold 10 

Alphonse  Daudet’s  Works. 

534  Jack 20 

574  The  Nabob : A Story  of  Parisian 
Life  and  Manners 20 


Charles  Dickens’s  Works. 


10  The  Old  Curiosity  Shop 20 

22  David  Copperfield.  Vol.  I 

22  David  Copperfield.  Vol.  II... 

24  Pickwick  Papers.  Vol.  I 

24  Pickwick  Papers.  Vol.  II 

37  Nicholas  Nickleby.  1st  half.. 

37  Nicholas  Nickleby.  2d  half... 

41  Oliver  Twist 

77  A Tale  of  Two  Cities 

84  Hard  Times 

91  Barnaby  Rudge.  1st  half.  . . . 

91  Barnaby  Rudge.  2d  half 

94  Little  Dorrit.  1st  half 

94  Little  Dorrit.  2d  half 

106  Bleak  House.  1st  half 

106  Bleak  House.  2d  half 

107  Dombey  and  Son.  1st  half  . . . 

107  Dom bey  and  Son.  2d  half 

108  The  Cricket  on  the  Hearth,  and 

Doctor  Marigold 

131  Our  Mutual  Friend.  1st  half. 

131  Our  Mutual  Friend.  2d  half. , 

132  Master  Humphrey’s  Clock 

152  The  Uncommercial  Traveler. . 

168  No  Thoroughfare.  By  Dickens 

and  Collins 

169  The  Haunted  Man 

437  Life  and  Adventures  of  Martin 

Chuzzlewit.  1st  half 

437  Life  and  Adventures  of  Martin 
Chuzzlewit.  2d  half 

439  Great  Expectations 

440  Mrs.  Lirriper’s  Lodgings 

447  American  Notes 
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448  Pictures  From  Italy,  and  The 

Mudfog  Papers,  &c 20 

454  The  Mystery  of  Edwin  Drood . 20 
456  Sketches  by  Boz.  Illustrative 
of  Every-day  Life  and  Every- 
day People 20 

676  A Child’s  History  of  England . 20 

Sarah  Doudney’s  Works, 

338  The  Family  Difficulty 10 

679  Where  Two  Ways  Meet 10 

F.  Du  Boisgobey’s  Works. 

82  Sealed  Lips ft 20 

104  The  Coral  Pin.  1st  half 20 

104  The  Coral  Pin.  2d  half 20 

264  Piddouche,  a French  Detective  10 
328  Babiole,  the  Pretty  Milliner. 

First  half 20 

328  Babiole,  the  Pretty  Milliner. 

Second  half 20 

453  The  Lottery  Ticket 20 

475  The  Prima  Donna’s  Husband.  20 

522  Zig-Zag,  the  Clown;  or,  The 

Steel  Gauntlets 20 

523  "the  Consequences  of  a Duel.  A 

Parisian  Romance 20 

648  The  Angel  of  the  Bells 20 

697  The  Pretty  Jailer.  1st  half. . . 20 

697  The  Pretty  Jailer.  2d  half 20 

699  The  Sculptor’s  Daughter.  1st 

half  20 

699  The  Sculptor’s  Daughter.  2d 

half 20 

782  The  Closed  Door.  1st  half 20 

782  The  Closed  Door.  2d  half. ...  20 
851  The  Cry  of  Blood.  1st  half. . . 20 

851  The  Cry  of  Blood.  2d  half 20 

918  The  Red  Band.  1st  half 20 

918  The  Red  Band.  2d  half 20 

942  Cash  on  Delivery 20 

1076  The  Mystery  of  an  Omnibus. . 20 

1080  Bertha’s  Secret.  1st  half 20 

1080  Bertha’s  Secret.  2d  half 20 

1082  The  Severed  Hand.  1st  half. . 20 
1082  The  Severed  Hand.  2d  half. . 20 
1085  The  Matapan  Affair.  1st  half  20 
1085  The  Matapan  Affair.  2d  half  20 
1088  The  Old  Age  of  Monsieur  Le- 

coq.  1st  half 20 

1088  The  Old  Age  of  Monsieur  Le- 

coq.  2d  half 20 

“The  Duchess’s”  WorKs. 

2 Molly  Bawn 20 

6 Portia 20 

14  Airy  Fairy  Lilian 10 

16  Phyllis 20 

25  Mrs.  Geoffrey.  (Large  type 

edition) 20 

950  Mrs.  Geoffrey 10 

29  Beauty’s  Daughters 10 

30  Faith  and  Unfaith 20 

118  Loys,  Lord  Berresford,  and 

Eric  Dering 10 

119  Monica,  and  A Rose  Distill’d. . 10 

123  Sweet  is  True  Love 10 

129  Rossmoyne 10 

184  The  Witching  Hour,  and  Other 

Stories !...' 10 


136  “That  Last  Rehearsal,”  and 

Other  Stories 10 

166  Moonshine  and  Marguerites. ..  10 

171  Fortune’s  Wheel,  and  Other 

Stories 10 

284  Doris 10 

312  A Week’s  Amusement;  or,  A 

Week  in  Killarney 10 

342  The  Baby,  and  One  New  Year’s 

Eve 10 

390  Mildred  Trevanion 10 

404  In  Durance  Vile,  and  Other 

Stories 10 

486  Dick’s  Sweetheart 20 

494  A Maiden  All  Forlorn,  and  Bar- 
bara  10 

517  A Passive  Crime,  and  Other 

Stories 10 

541  “ As  It  Fell  Upon  a Day.” 10 

733  Lady  Branksmere 20 

771  A Mental  Struggle 20 

785  The  Haunted  Chamber 10 

862  Ugly  Barrington 10 

875  Lady  Valworth’s  Diamonds. . . 20 
1009  In  an  Evil  Hour,  and  Other 

Stories 20 

1016  A Modern  Circe 20 

1035  The  Duchess 20 

1047  Marvel . 20 

1103  The  Honorable  Mrs.  Vereker..  20 

1123  Under-Currents 20 

Alexander  Dumas’s  Works. 

55  The  Three  Guardsmen 20 

75  Twenty  Years  After 20 

259  The  Bride  of  Monte-Cristo.  A 
Sequel  to  “The  Count  of 

Monte-Cristo  ” 10 

• 262  The  Count  of  Monte-Cristo. 

Parti 30 

262  The  Count  of  Monte-Cristo. 

Part  II 30 

717  Beau  Tancrede ; or,  The  Mar- 
riage Verdict 20 

1058  Masaniello;  or,  The  Fisherman 
of  Naples 20 

George  Ebers’s  Works. 

474  Serapis.  An  Historical  Novel  20 

983  Uarda 20 

1056  The  Bride  of  the  Nile.  1st  half  20 
1056  The  Bride  of  the  Nile.  2d  half  20 

1094  Homo  Sum 20 

1097  The  Burgomaster’s  Wife 20 

1101  An  Egyptian  Princess.  Vol.  I.  20 
1101.  An  Egyptian  Princess.  Vol.  II.  20 

1106  The  Emperor 20 

1112  Only  a Word 20 

1114  The  Sisters 20 

Maria  Edgeworth’s  Works. 

708  Ormond 20 

788  The  Absentee.  An  Irish  Story.  20 

Mrs.  Annie  Edwards’s  Works. 

644  A Girton  Girl 20 

834  A Ballroom  Repentance 20 

835  Vivian  the  Beauty 20 

836  A Point  of  Honor 20 
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837  A Vagabond  Heroine 

838  Ought  We  to  Visit  Her? 

839  Leah:  A Woman  of  Fashion.. 

841  Jet:  Her  Face  or  Her  Fortune? 

842  A Blue-Stocking 

843  Archie  Lovell 

844  Susan  Fielding 

845  Philip  Earnscliffe  ; or,  The 

Morals  of  May  Fair 

846  Steven  Lawrence.  1st  half... 

846  Steven  Lawrence.  2d  half 

850  A Play  wright’s  Daughter 

George  Eliot’s  Works, 

3 The  Mill  on  the  Floss 

31  Middlemarch.  1st  half 

31  Middlemarch.  2d  half 

34  Daniel  Deronda.  1st  half 

34  Daniel  Deronda.  2d  half 

36  Adam  Bede.  1st  half 

36  Adam  Bede.  2d  half 

42  Romola 

693  Felix  Holt,  the  Radical 

707  Silas  Marner : The  Weaver  of 
Raveloe 

728  Janet’s  Repentance 

762  Impressions  of  Theophrastus 

Such 

B.  L.  Farjeon’s  Works, 

179  Little  Make-Believe 

573  Love  s Harvest 

607  Self-Doomed 

616  The  Sacred  Nugget . 

657  Christmas  Angel 

907  The  Bright  Star  of  Life 

909  The  Nine  of  Hearts 

G,  Manville  Fenn’s  Works, 

193  The  Rosery  Folk 

558  Poverty  Corner 

587  The  Parson  o’  Dumford ... 

609  The  Dark  House . 

Octave  Feuillet’s  Works, 

66  The  Romance  of  a Poor  Young 

Man 

386  Led  Astray;  or,  “ La  Petite 
Comtesse  ” 

Mrs.  Forrester’s  Works, 

80  June 

280  Omnia  Vanitas.  A Tale  of  So- 
ciety   

484  Although  He  Was  a Lord,  and 

Other  Tales 

715  I Have  Lived  and  Loved 

721  Dolores 

724  My  Lord  and  My  Lady 

726  My  Hero 

727  Fair  Women 

729  Mignon 

732  From  Olycnpus  to  Hades 

734  Viva 

736  Roy  and  Viola 

740  Rhona 

744  Diana  Carew ; or,  For  a Wom- 
an’s Sake 

883  Once  Again 


Jessie  Fothergill’s  Works- 

314  Peril 

572  Healey 

935  Borderland 

1099  The  Lasses  of  Leverhouse.  . . . 

R,  E.  Francillon’s  Works, 

135  A Great  Heiress:  A Fortune 

in  Seven  Checks 

319  Face  to  Face : A Fact  in  Seven 

Fables 

360  Ropes  of  Sand 

656  The  Golden  Flood.  By  R.  E. 

Francillon  and  Wm.  Senior.. 
911  Golden  Bells 

Emile  Gaboriau’s  Works, 

7 File  No.  113 

12  Other  People’s  Money 

20  Within  an  Inch  of  His  Life. . .' 

26  Monsieur  Lecoq.  Vol  I 

26  Monsieur  Lecoq.  Vol.  II 

33  The  Clique  of  Gold 

38  The  Widow  Lerouge 

43  The  Mystery  of  Orcival.., 

144  Promises  of  Marriage 

979  The  Count’s  Secret.  Part  I . . . 
979  The  Count’s  Secret.  Part  II . . 

1002  Marriage  at  a Venture 

1015  A Thousand  Francs  Reward. . 

1045  The  13th  Hussars 

1078  The  Slaves  of  Paris.  1st  half 
1078  The  Slaves  of  Paris.  2d  half. 
1083  The  Little  Old  Man  of  the  Bat- 

ignolles 

Charles  Gibbon’s  Works. 

64  A Maiden  Fair 

317  By  Mead  and  Stream 

James  Grant’s  Works. 

566  The  Royal  Highlanders;  or, 
The  Black  Watch  in  Egypt. . . 

781  The  Secret  Dispatch 

Miss  Grant’s  Works. 

222  The  Sun-Maid 

555  Cara  Roma 

Arthur  Griffiths’s  Works. 

614  No.  99 

680  Fast  and  Loose 

H.  Rider  Haggard’s  Works. 
432  The  Witch’s  Head  . ‘ 

753  King  Solomon’s  Mines 

910  She:  A History  of  Adventure. 

941  Jess 

959  Dawn 

989  Allan  Quatermam 

1049  A Tale  of  Three  Lions,  and  On 
Going  Back 

1100  Mr.  Meeson’s  Will 

1105  Maiwa’s  Revenge 

1140  Colonel  Quaritch,  V.  C 

1145  My  Fellow  Laborer 

Thomas  Hardy’s  Works. 

139  The  Romantic  Adventures  of 


a Milkmaid 10 

530  A Pair  of  Blue  Eyes 20 
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690  Far  From  the  Madding:  Crowd  20 
791  The  Mayor  of  Casterbridge. . . 20 

945  The  Trumpet-Major 20 

957  The  Woodlanders 20 

John  B.  Harwood’s  Works. 

143  One  False,  Both  Fair 20 

358  Within  the  Clasp 20 

Mary  Cecil  Hay’s  Works. 

65  Back  to  the  Old  Home 10 

72  Old  Myddelton’s  Money 20 

196  Hidden  Perils 20 

197  For  Her  Dear  Sake 20 

224  The  Arundel  Motto 20 

281  The  Squire’s  Legacy 20 

290  Nora’s  Love  Test 20 

408  Lester’s  Secret 20 

678  Dorothy’s  Venture 20 

716  Victor  and  Vanquished 20 

849  A Wicked  Girl..... 20 

987  Brenda  Yorke 20 

1026  A Dark  Inheritance 20 

Mrs.  Cashel-Hoey’s  Works. 

313  The  Lover’s  Creed 20 

802  A Stern  Chase 20 

Tighe  Hopkins’s  Works. 

509  Nell  Haffenden 20 

714  ’Twixt  Love  and  Duty 20 

Thomas  Hughes’s  Works. 

120  Tom  Brown’s  School  Days  at 

Rugby 20 

1139  Tom  Brown  at  Oxford.  Vol.  I.  20 
1139  Tom  Brown  at  Oxford.  Vol.  II.  20 

Fergus  W.  Hume’s  Works. 

1075  The  Mystery  of  a Hansom  Cab.  20 
1127  Madam  Midas 20 

Works  by  the  Author  of  “Judith 
Wynne.” 

332  Judith  Wynne 20 

506  Lady  Lovelace 20 

William  H.  G.  Kingston’s  Works. 

117  A Tale  of  the  Shore  and  Ocean  20 

133  Peter  the  Whaler 10 

761  Will  Weatherhelm 20 

763  The  Midshipman,  Martnaduke 
Merry  : 20 

Vernon  Lee’s  Works. 

399  Miss  Brown 20 

859  Ottilie:  An  Eighteenth  Century 
Idyl.  By  Vernon  Lee.  The 
Prince  of  the  100  Soups.  Edit- 
ed by  Vernon  Lee 20 

Charles  Lever’s  Works. 

191  Harry  Lorrequer 20 

212  Charles  O’Malley,  the  Irish 

Dragoon.  1st  half 20 

212  Charles  O’Malley,  the  Irish 

Dragoon.  2d  half ' 20 

243  Tom  Burke  of  “ Ours.”  1st  half  20 
243  Tom  Burke  of  “ Ours.”  2d  half  20 


Mary  Linskill’s  Works. 

473  A Lost  Son 20 

620  Between  the  Heather  and  the 

Northern  Sea 20 

Mrs.  E.  Lynn  Linton’s  Works. 

122  lone  Stewart 20 

817  Stabbed  in  the  Dark 10 

886  Paston  Carew,  Millionaire  and 

Miser 20 

1109  Through  the  Long  Nights.  1st 

half 20 

1109  Through  the  Long  Nights.  2d 

half 20 

Samuel  Lover’s  Works. 

663  Handy  Andy 20 

664  Rory  O’More 20 

Edna  Lyall’s  Works. 

738  In  the  Golden  Days 20 

1147  Knight-Errant.  1st  half 20 

1147  Knight-Errant.  2d  half 20 

1149  Donovan:  A Modern  English- 
man. 1st  half 20 

1149  Donovan:  A Modern  English- 
man. 2d  half 20 

Sir  E,  Bulwer  Lytton’s  Works. 

40  The  Last  Days  of  Pompeii 20 

83  A Strange  Story 20 

90  Ernest  Maltravers 2G 

130  The  Last  of  the  Barons.  1st  half  20 
130  The  Last  of  the  Barons.  2d  half  20 

162  Eugene  Aram 20 

164  Leila;  or, The  Siege  of  Grenada  10 
650  Alice;  or,  The  Mysteries.  (A  Se- 
quel to  “ Ernest  Maltravers  ”)  20 

720  Paul  Clifford 20 

1144  Rienzi.  1st  half. . 20 

1144  Rienzi.  2d  half 20 

George  Macdonald’s  Works. 
282  Donal  Grant 20 

325  The  Portent 10 

326  Phantastes.  A Faerie  Romance 

for  Men  and  Women 10 

722  What’s  Mine’s  Mine 20 

1041  Home  Again 20 

1118  The  Elect  Lady 20 

Katharine  S.  Macquoid’s  Works* 

479  Louisa 20 

914  Joan  Wentworth ...  20 

E.  Marlitt’s  Works. 

652  The  Lady  with  the  Rubies 20 

858  Old  Ma’m’selle’s  Secret 20 

972  Gold  Elsie 20 

999  The  Second  Wife 20 

1093  In  the  Schillingscourt 20 

1111  In  the  Counsellor’s  House 20 

1113  The  Bailiff’s  Maid 20 

1115  The  Countess  Gisela 20 

1130  The  Owl-House 20 

1136  The  Princess  of  the  Moor 20 

Florence  Marryat’s  Works. 

159  Captain  Norton’s  Diary,  and 

A Moment  of  Madness 10 

183  Old  Contrairy,  and  Other 
Stories It 


THE  SEASIDE  LIBRARY  — Pocket  Edition. 


9 


208  The  Ghost  of  Charlotte  Cray, 

and  Other  Stories 

276  Under  the  Lilies  and  Roses. . . 

444  The  Heart  of  Jane  Warner 

449  Peeress  and  Player 

689  The  Heir  Presumptive 

825  The  Master  Passion 

860  Her  Lord  and  Master 

861  My  Sister  the  Actress 

863  “ My  Own  Child.” 

864  “No  Intentions.” 

865  Written  in  Fire 

866  Miss  Harrington’s  Husband; 

.or.  Spiders  of  Society 

867  The  Girls  of  Feversham 

868  Petronel 

869  The  Poison  of  Asps 

870  Out  of  His  Reckoning 

872  With  Cupid’s  Eyes 

873  A Harvest  of  W ild  Oats 

877  Facing  the  Footlights 

893  Love’s  Conflict.  1st  half 

893  Love’s  Conflict.  2d  half 

895  A Star  and  a Heart 

897  Ange 

899  A Little  Stepson 

901  A Lucky  Disappointment 

903  Phyllida 

905  The  Fair-Haired  Alda 

939  Why  Not? 

993  Fighting  the  Air 

998  Open  Sesame 

1004  Mad  Dumaresq 

1013  The  Confessions  of  Gerald  Est- 

court 

1022  Driven  to  Bay 

1126  Gentleman  and  Courtier 

Captain  Marryat’s  Works. 

88  The  Privateersman 

272  The  Little  Savage 

279  Rattlin,  the  Reefer 

991  Mr.  Midshipman  Easy 

Helen  B.  Mathers’ s Works. 

13  Eyre’s  Acquittal 

221  Cornin’  Thro’  the  Rye 

438  Found  Out 

535  Murder  or  Manslaughter? 

673  Story  of  a Sin 

713  “ Cherry  Ripe  ” 

795  Sam’s  Sweetheart 

798  The  Fashion  of  this  World  — 

799  My  Lady  Green  Sleeves 

Justin  McCarthy’s  Works. 

121  Maid  of  Athens 

602  Camiola 

685  England  Under  Gladstone. 

1880-1885 

747  Our  Sensation  Novel.  Edited 
by  Justin  H.  McCarthy,  M.P. . 
779  Doom  ! An  Atlantic  Episode. . 
George  Meredith’s  Works. 

350  Diana  of  the  Crossways 

1146  Rhoda  Fleming.  1st  half 

1146  Rhoda  Fleming.  2d  half 

1150  The  Egoist.  1st  half 

1150  The  Egoist.  2d  half 


Mrs.  Alex.  McVeigh  Miller’s 


Works. 

267  Laurel  Vane;  or,  The  Girls’ 

Conspiracy 20 

268  Lady  Gay’s  Pride;  or,  The 

Miser’s  Treasure.. 20 

269  Lancaster’s  Choice 20 

316  Sworn  to  Silence;  or,  Aline 

Rodney’s  Secret 20 

Jean  Middlemas’s  Works. 

155  Lady  Muriel’s  Secret 20 

539  Silvermead 20 

Alan  Muir’s  Works. 

172  “Golden  Girls” 20 

346  Tumbledown  Farm 10 

Miss  Mulock’s  Works. 

11  John  Halifax,  Gentleman.  1st 

half 20 

11  John  Halifax,  Gentleman.  2d 

half 20 

245  Miss  Tommy,  and  In  a House- 

Boat 10 

808  King  Arthur.  Not  a Love  Story  20 

1018  Two  Marriages 20 

1038  Mistress  and  Maid 20 

,1053  Young  Mrs.  Jardine 20 

David  Christie  Murray’s  Works. 

58  By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea 10 

195  “ The  Way  of  the  World  ” 20 

320  A Bit  of  Human  Nature 10 

661  Rainbow  Gold 20 

674  First  Person  Singular 20 

691  Valentine  Strange 20 

695  Hearts:  Queen,  Knave,  and 

Deuce 20 

698  A Life’s  Atonement 20 

737  Aunt  Rachel 10 

826  Cynic  Fortune 20 

898  Bulldog  and  Butterfly,  and  Ju- 
lia and  Her  Romeo 20 

1102  Young  Mr.  Barter’s  Repent- 
ance   . . 10 


Ducats  and  My  Daughter.” 

376  The  Crime  of  Christmas  Day.  10 
596  My  Ducats  and  My  Daughter. . 20 

W.  E.  Norris’s  Works. 

184  Thirlby  Hall 20 

277  A Man  of  His  Word 10 

355  That  Terrible  Man 10 

500  Adrian  Vidal 20 

824  Her  Own  Doing 10 

848  My  Friend  Jim 20 

871  A Bachelor’s  Blunder 20 

1019  Major  and  Minor.  1st  half 20 

1019  Major  and  Minor.  2d  half 20 

1084  Chris 20 

1141  The  Rogue.  1st  half 20 

1141  The  Rogue.  2d  half 20 

Laurence  Oliphant’s  Works. 

47  Altiora  Peto 20 

537  Piccadilly 10. 
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Sirs.  Olipliant’s  Works. 

45  A Little  Pilgrim 

177  Salem  Chapel 

205  The  Minister’s  Wife 

321  The  Prodigals,  and  Their  In- 
heritance   

337  Memoirs  and  Resolutions  of 
Adam  Graeme  of  Mossgray, 
including  some  Chronicles  of 

the  Borough  of  Fendie 

345  Madam 

351  The  House  on  the  Moor 

357  John 

370  Lucy  Crofton 

371  Margaret  Maitland 

377  Magdalen  Hepburn : A Story  of 

the  Scottish  Reformation 

402  Lilliesleaf ; or,  Passages  in  the 
Life  of  Mrs.  Margaret  Mait- 
land of  Sunnyside 

410  Old  Lady  Mary 

527  The  Days  of  My  Life 

528  At  His  Gates 

568  The  Perpetual  Curate 

569  Harry  Muir 

603  Agnes.  1st  half 

€03  Agnes.  2d  half 

604  Innocent.  1st  half 

604  Innocent.  2d  half 

605  Ombra 

645  Oliver’s  Bride  

655  The  Open  Door,  and  The  Por- 
trait   

687  A Country  Gentleman 

703  A House  Divided  Against  Itself 
710  The  Greatest  Heiress  in  Eng- 
land   

827  Effie  Ogilvie 

880  The  Son  of  His  Father  

902  A Poor  Gentleman 

“ Ouida’s  ” Works. 

4 Under  Two  Flags 

9 Wanda,  Countess  von  Szalras. 

11$  Moths 

128  Afternoon,  and  Other  Sketches 

226  Friendship 

228  Princess  Napraxine 

238  Pascarel 

239  Sign  a 

433  A Rainy  June 

6:39  Othmar.  1st  half 

639  Othmar.  2d  half 

671  Don  Gesualdo 

872  In  Maremma.  1st  half 

672  In  Maremma.  2d  half 

874  A House  Party 

974  Strathmore;  or,  Wrought  by 

His  Own  Hand.  1st  half 

974  Strathmore;  or,  Wrought  by 

His  Own  Hand.  2d  half 

981  Granville  de  Vigne;  or,  Held  in 

Bondage.  1st  half 

981  Granville  de  Vigne;  or,  Held  in 

Bondage.  2d  half 

996  Idalia.  1st  half 

996  Idalia.  2d  half 

1000  Puck.  1st  half 

1000  Puck.  2d  half 


1003  Chandos.  1st  half 

1003  Chandos.  2d  half 

1017  Tricotrip.  1st  half 

1017  Tricotrin.  2d  half 

James  Payn’s  Works. 

48  Thicker  Than  Water 

186  The  Canon’s  Ward 

343  The  Talk  of  the  Town 

577  In  Peril  and  Privation 

589  The.  Luck  of  the  Darrells 

823  The  Heir  of  the  Ages 

Miss  Jane  Porter’s  Works. 

660  The  Scottish  Chiefs.  1st  half. 
660  The  Scottish  Chiefs.  2d  half. 
696  Thaddeus  of  Warsaw 

Cecil  Power’s  Works. 

336  Philistia 

611  Babylon 

Mrs.  Campbell  Praed’s  Works 

428  Zero : A Story  of  Monte-Carlo 

477  Affinities * 

811  The  Head  Station. ....  

Eleanor  C.  Price’s  Works. 

173  The  Foreigners 

331  Gerald 

Charles  Reade’s  Works. 

46  Very  Hard  Cash 

98  A Woman-Hater 

206  The  Picture,  and  Jack  of  All 

Trades 

210  Readiana : Comments  on  Cur- 
rent Events 

213  A Terrible  Temptation 

214  Put  Yourself  in  His  Place 

216  Foul  Play 

231  Griffith  Gaunt;  or,  Jealousy.. 

232  Love  and  Money ; or,  A Peril- 

ous Secret 

235  “It  is  Never  Too  Late  to 
Mend.”  A Matter-of-Fact  Ro- 
mance  

Mrs.  J.  H.  Riddell’s  Works 

71  A Struggle  for  Fame 

593  Berna  Boyle 

1007  Miss  Gascoigne 

1077  The  Nun’s  Curse 

“Rita’s”  Works. 

252  A Sinless  Secret 

446  Dame  Durden 

598  “ Corinna.”  A Study 

617  Like  Dian’s  Kiss 

1125  The  Mystery  of  a Turkish  Bath 

F.  W.  Robinson’s  Works. 

157  Milly’s  Hero 

217  The  Man  She  Cared  For 

261  A Fair  Maid 

455  Lazarus  in  London 

590  The  Courting  of  Mary  Smith. . 

1005  99  Dark  Street. 
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W.  Clark  Russell’s  Works. 

85  A Sea  Queen 20 

109  Little  Loo 20 

180  Round  the  Galley  Fire 10 

209  John  Holdsworth,  Chief  Mate.  10 

223  A Sailor’s  Sweetheart 20 

592  A Strange  Voyage 20 

682  In  the  Middle  Watch.  Sea 

Stories 20 

743  Jack’s  Courtship.  1st  half...  20 
743  Jack’s  Courtship.  2d  half — 20 

884  A Voyage  to  the  Cape 20 

916  The  Golden  Hope 20 

1044  The  Frozen  Pirate 20 

1048  The  Wreck  of  the  “Grosvenor  ” 20 
1129  The  Flying  Dutchman;  or,  The 

Death  Ship 20 

Adeline  Sergeant’s  Works. 

257  Beyond  Recall 10 

812  No  Saint 20 

Sir  Walter  Scott’s  Works. 

28  Ivanhoe 20 

201  The  Monastery 20 

202  The  Abbot.  (Sequel  to  “The 

Monastery”) 20 

353  The  Black  Dwarf,  and  A Le- 
gend of  Montrose 20 

362  The  Bride  of  Lammermoor. . . 20 

• 363  The  Surgeon’s  Daughter 10 

364  Castle  Dangerous 10 

391  The  Heart  of  Mid-Lothian....  20 

392  Peveril  of  the  Peak 20 

393  The  Pirate 20 

401  Waverley 20 

417  The  Fair  Maid  of  Perth ; or,  St. 

Valentine’s  Day 20 

418  St.  Ronan’s  Well 20 

463  Redgauntlet.  A Tale  of  the 

Eighteenth  Century 20 

507  Chronicles  of  the  Canongate, 

and  Other  Stories 10 

1060  The  Lady  of  the  Lake 20 

1063  Kenilworth.  1st  half 20 

1063  Kenilworth.  2d  half 20 

J.  H.  Sli  ortho  use’s  Works. 

Ill  The  Little  School-master  Mark  10 
1148  The  Countess  Eve 20 

William  Sime’s  Works. 

429  Bouldefstone ; or,  New  Men 

and  Old  Populations 10 

580  The  Red  Route 20 

597  Haco  the  Dreamer 10 

649  Cradle  and  Spade 20 

Hawley  Smart’s  Works. 

348  From  Post  to  Finish.  A Racing 

Romance 20 

367  Tie  and  Trick 20 

550  Struck  Down 10 

847  Bad  to  Beat 10 

925  The  Outsider 20 

Frank  E.  Smedley’s  Works. 
333  Frank  Fairlegh;  or,  Scenes 
from  the  Life  of  a Private 

Pupil 20 

562  Lewis  Arundel;  or,  The  Rail- 
road of  Life. ..... . , 20 


T.  W.  Speight’s  Works. 

150  For  Himself  Alone 10 

653  A Barren  Title 10 

Robert  Louis  Stevenson’s  Works. 

686  Strange  Case  of  Dr.  Jekyll  and 

Mr.  Hyde 10 

704  Prince  Otto 10 

832  Kidnapped 20 

855  The  Dynamiter 20 

856  New  Arabian  Nights 20 

8884ffreasure  Island 10 

889  An  Inland  Voyage 10 

940  The  Merry  Men,  and  Other 

Tales  and  Fables 20 

1051  The  Misadventures  of  John 

Nicholson 10 

1110  The  Silverado  Squatters 20 

Julian  Sturgis’s  Works. 

405  My  Friends  and  I.  Edited  by 

Julian  Sturgis 10 

694  John  Maidment 20 

Eugene  Sue’s  Works. 

370  The  Wandering  Jew.  Part  I. . 30 

270  The  Wandering  Jew.  Part  II.  30 

271  The  Mysteries  of  Paris.  Part  I 30 
271  The  Mysteries  of  Paris.  Part  II  30 

George  Temple’s  Works. 

599  Lancelot  Ward,  M.P 10 

642  Britta 10 

William  M.  Thackeray’s  Works. 

27  Vanity  Fair.  1st  half 20 

27  Vanity  Fair.  2d  half 20. 

165  The  History  of  Henry  Esmond  20* 

464  The  Newcomes.  Parti 20 

464  The  Newcomes.  Part  II 20 

670  The  Rose  and  the  Ring.  Illus- 
trated  10 

Works  by  the  Author  of  “The 
Two  Miss  Flemings.’’ 

637  What’s  His  Offence?... 20 

780  Rare  Pale  Margaret 20 

784  The  Two  Miss  Flemings 20 

831  Pomegranate  Seed 20 

Annie  Thomas’s  Works. 

141  She  Loved  Him! 10 

142  Jenifer 20 

565  No  Medium 10 

Rertha  Thomas’s  Works. 

389  Ichabod.  A Portrait 10 

960  Elizabeth’s  Fortune 20 

Count  Lyof  Tolstoi’s  Works. 

1066  My  Husband  and  1 10 

1069  Polikouchka 10 

1071  The  Death  of  Ivan  Iliitch 10 

1073  I1  wo  Generations 10 

1090  The  Cossacks 20 

1108  Sebastopol 20 

Anthony  Trollope’s  Works. 

32  The  Land  Leaguers 20 

93  Anthony  Trollope’s  Autobiog- 
raphy   20 
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147  Rachel  Ray 20 

200  An  Old  Man’s  Love 10 

531  The  Prime  Minister.  1st  half.  20 
531  The  Prime  Minister.  2d  half*.  20 

621  The  Warden 10 

622  Harry  Heathcote  of  Gangoil . . 10 
667  The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere . 20 

700  Ralph  the  Heir.  1st  half 20 

700  Ralph  the  Heir.  2d  half. .....  20 

775  The  Three  Clerks 20 

Margaret  Veley’s  Work$ 

298  Mitchelhurst  Place 10 

586  “ For  Percival  ” 20 

Jules  Verne’s  Works. 

87  Dick  Sand;  or,  A Captain  at 

Fifteen.. 20 

100  20,000  Leagues  Under  the  Seas  20 
368  The  Southern  Star ; or, the  Dia- 
mond Land 20 

395  The  Archipelago  on  Fire 10 

578  Mathias  Sandorf.  Illustrated. 

Part  I 10 

578  Mathias  Sandorf.  111.  Part  II.  10 
578  Mathias  Sandorf.  111.  Part  III.  10 
659  The  Waif  of  the  “ Cynthia  ” . . 20 
751  Great  Voyages  and  Great  Navi- 
gators. 1st  half 20 

751  Great  V oy ages  and  Great  Navi- 
gators. 2d  half 20 

833  Ticket  No.  “ 9672.”  1st  half . . . 10 
833  Ticket  No.  “ 9672.”  2d  half. . . 10 
976  Robur  the  Conqueror;  or.  A 
Trip  Round  the  World  in  a 


Flying  Machine 20 

1011  Texar’s  Vengeance;  or,  North 

Versus  South.  Parti 20 

1011  Texar’s  Vengeance;  or,  North 

Versus  South.  Part  II 20 

1020  Michael  Strogoff;  or,  The 

Courier  of  the  Czar 20 

1050  The  Tour  of  ttie  World  in  80 

Days 20 

1162  From  the  Earth  to  the  Moon. 

Illustrated 20 

1153  Round  th<^  Moon.  Illustrated  20 

L.  B.  Walford’s  Works. 

241  The  Baby’s  Grandmother 10 

256  Mr.  Smith : A Part  of  His  Life  20 

258  Cousins 20 

658  The  History  of  a Week . 10 

Mrs.  Humphry  Ward’s  Works. 

369  Miss  Bretherton 10 

1116  Robert  Elsmere.  1st  half 20 

1116  Robert  Elsmere.  2d  half 20 

F.  Warden’s  Works. 

192  At  the  World’s  Mercy 10 

248  The  House  on  the  Marsh 10 

286  Deldee;  or,  The  Iron  Hand...  20 

482  A Vagrant  Wife 20 

556  A Prince  of  Darkness 20 

820  Doris’s  Fortune 20 

1037  Scheherazade : A London 

Night’s  Entertainment 20 

1087  A Woman’s  Face;  or,  A Lake- 
land Mystery 20 


William  Ware’s  Works. 

709  Zenobia ; or,  The  Fall  of  Pal- 
myra. 1st  half 20 

709  Zenobia;  or,  The  Fall  of  Pal- 
myra. 2d  half 20 

760  Aurelian ; or,  Rome  in  the  Third 

Century 20 

Samuel  Warren’s  Works. 

406  The  Merchant’s  Clerk 10 

1142  Ten  Thousand  a Year.  Part  I 20 
1142  Ten  Thousand  a Year.  Part  II  20 
1142  Ten  Thousand  a Year.  Part  III  20 


Works  by  the  Author  of  “ Wedded 
Hands.” 

628  Wedded  Hands 20 

968  Blossom  and  Fruit ; or,  Mad- 
ame’sWard 20 

E.  Werner’s  Works. 


327  Raymond’s  Atonement 20 

540  At  a High  Price 20 

1067  Saint  Michael.  1st  half 20 

1067  Saint  Michael.  2d  half 20 

1089  Home  Sounds 20 

1154  A Judgment  of  God 20 


H.  'J.  Why te-Mel ville’s  Works. 


409  Roy’s  Wife 20 

451  Market  Harborough,  and  In- 
side the  Bar 20 


John  Strange  Winter’s  Works. 


492  Booties’  Baby ; or,  Mignon.  Il- 
lustrated   10 

600  Houp-La.  Illustrated 10 

638  In  Quarters  with  the  25th  (The 

Black  Horse)  Dragoons, 10 

688  A Man  of  Honor.  Illustrated.  10 
746  Cavalry  Life ; or,  Sketches  and 

Stories  in  Barracks  and  Out.  20 
813  Army  Society.  Life  in  a Gar- 
rison Town 10 

818  Pluck 10 

876  Mignon’s  Secret 10 

966  A Siege  Baby  and  Childhood’s 

Memories 20 

971  Garrison  Gossip:  Gathered  in 

Blankhampton 20 

1032  Mignon’s  Husband 20 

1039  Driver  Dallas 10 

1079  Beautiful  Jim:  of  the  Blank- 

shire  Regiment 20 

1117  Princess  Sarah 10 

1121  Booties’  Children 10 


% Mrs.  Henry  Wood’s  Works. 


8 East  Lynne.  1st  half.  20 

8 East  Lynne.  2d  half 20 

255  The  Mystery 20 

277  The  Surgeon’s  Daughters 10 

508  The  Unholy  Wish 10 

513  Helen  Whitney’s  Wedding,  and 

Other  Tales 10 

514  The  Mystery  of  Jessy  Page, 

and  Other  Tales 10 

610  The  Story  of  Dorothy  Grape, 

and  Other  Tales 10 

1001  Lady  Adelaide’s  Oath;  or,  The 
Castle’s  Heir 20 
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Always  Unchanged  and  Unabridged. 

WITH  HANDSOME  LITHOGRAPHED  PAPER  COVER. 

LATEST  ISSUES: 


NO.  PRICK. 

669  Pole  on  Whist 20 

432  THE  WITCH’S  HEAD.  By 
H.  Rider  Haggard 20 

1117  Princess  Sarah.  By  John  S. 

Winter 10 

1118  The  Elect  Lady.  By  George 

Macdonald 20 

1119  No  Name.  By  Wilkie  Collins. 

First  half 20 

1119  No  Name.  By  Wilkie  Collins. 

Second  half 20 

1120  The  Story  of  an  African  Farm. 

By  Ralph  Iron  (Olive  Schrei- 
ner)  20 

1121  Booties’  Children.  By  John 

Strange  Winter 10 

1122  Eve.  By  S.  Baring-Gould 20 

1123  Under  - Currents.  By  “ The 

Duchess” 20 

1124  Diana  Barrington.  By  B.  M. 

Croker 20 

1125  The  Mystery  of  a Turkish  Bath. 

By  “Rita” 10 

1126  Gentleman  and  Courtier.  By 

Florence  Marryat 20 

1127  Madam  Midas.  By  Fergus  W. 

Hume 20 

1128  Cousin  Pons.  By  Honord  De 

BrIzBiC  20 

1129  The  Flying  Dutchman ; or,  The 

Death  Ship.  By  W.  Clark 
Russell 20 

1130  The  Owl-House.  By  E.  Marlitt  20 

1131  Thelma.  By  Marie  Corelli. 

First  half  20 

1131  Thelma.  By  Marie  Corelli. 

Second  half 20 

1132  In  Far  Lochaber.  By  William 

Black 20 

1133  Our  New  Mistress;  or,  Changes 

at  Brookfield  Earl.  By  Char- 
lotte M.  Yonge 20 

1134  Lord  Elesmere’s  Wife.  By 

Charlotte  M.  Braeme 20 

1135  Aunt  Diana.  By  Rosa  Nou- 

chette  Carey 20 

1136  The  Princess  of  the  Moor.  By 

E.  Marlitt 20 

1137  Prince  Charming.  By  the  au- 

thor of  “ A Great  Mistake  ” . . 20 

1138  A Recoiling  Vengeance.  By 

Frank  Barrett 20 


NO.  PRICK. 

1139  Tom  Brown  at  Oxford.  By 
Thomas  Hughes.  Vol.  I 20 

1139  Tom  Brown  at  Oxford.  By 

Thomas  Hughes.  Vol.  II 20 

1140  Colonel  Quaritch,  V.  C.  By  H. 

Rider  Haggard 20 

1141  The  Rogue.  By  W.  E.  Norris. 

^ First  half 20 

llH  The  Rogue.  By  W.  E.  Norris. 
Second  half 20 

1142  Ten  Thousand  a Year.  By 

Samuel  Warren  * Part  1 20 

1142  Ten  Thousand  a Year.  By 

Samuel  Warren.  Part  II 20 

1142  Ten  Thousand  a Year.  By 

Samuel  Warren.  Part  HI...  20 

1143  The  Inner  House.  By  Walter 

Besant 20 

1144  Rienzi.  By  Sir  E.  Bulwer  Lyt- 

ton.  1st  half 20 

1144  Rienzi.  By  Sir  E.  Bulwer  Lyt- 

ton.  2d  half 20 

1145  My  Fellow  Laborer,  and  The 

Wreck  of  the  “ Copeland.” 

By  H.  Rider  Haggard 20 

1146  Rhoda  Fleming.  By  George 

Meredith.  1st  half 20 

1146  Rhoda  Fleming.  By  George 

Meredith.  2d  half 20 

1147  Knight-Errant.  By  Edna  Ly all. 

1st  half 20 

1147  Knight-Errant.  ByEdnaLyall. 

2d  half 20 

1148  The  Countess  Eve.  By  J.  H. 

Shorthouse 20 

1149  Donovan:  A Modern  English- 

man. By  Edna  Lyall.  1st  half  20 

1149  Donovan : A Modern  English- 
man. By  Edna  Lyall.  2d  half  20 

1150  The  Egoist.  By  George  Mere- 
dith. 1st  half 20 

1150  The  Egoist.  By  George  Mere- 

dith. 2d  half 20 

1151  For  Faith  and  Freedom.  By 

Walter  Besant.  1st  half 20 

1151  For  Faith  and  Freedom.  By 

Walter  Besant.  2d  half 20 

1154  A Judgment  of  God.  By  E. 

Werner 20 

1156  A Witch  of  the  Hills.  By  Flor- 
ence Warden 20 


A handsome  catalogue  containing  complete  and  classified  lists  of  all  George 
Munro's  publications  will  be  mailed  to  any  address  on  receipt  of  10  cents. 

The  foregoing  works,  contained  in  Thk  Skasidk  Library,  Pocket  Edition, 
are  for  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postage  free,  on 
receipt  of  12  cents  for  single  numbers,  and  25  cents  for  double  numbers. 
Parties  ordering  by  mail  will  please  order  by  numbers.  Address 
GEORGE  MUNKO,  Miinro’s  Publishing  House, 

P.  O.  Box  8751.  17  to  27  Vandewater  Street,  N.  Y. 
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THE  'CELEBRATED 


SOHMEB 


GRAND,  SQUARE  AND  UPRIGHT  PIANOS. 


FIRST  PRIZE 

DIPLOMA. 


Centennial  Exnibi- 
lion,  1876:  Montreal, 
1881  and  m 


The  enviable  po- 
sition Sohmer  & 
Co.  hold  among 
American  Piano 
Manufacturers  is 
solely  due  to  the 
merits  of  their  in* 
struments. 


They  are  used 
in  Conservato- 
ries, Schools  and 
Seminaries,  on  ac- 
count oi  their  su- 
perior tone  and 
unequaled  dura- 
bility. 

The  SOHMER 
Piano  is  a special 
favorite  with  tho 
leading  musicians 
and  critics. 


ARB  AT  PRESENT  THE  MOST  POPULAR 

And  preferred  by  the  leading  artists. 

SOHMER  A CO..  Mniiurnctnrers,  No.  149  to  135  E.  14ih  Street,  N.  Y« 
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